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Yet none Sir Fopling Ihm, or Him can call: 
He's Knight &1th* Shire, and repreſents you all. 
Prol. to Sir Fop. 

Qui capit, ille facit. 
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To the moſt IIluſtrious 


777 


DUKE of ARGYLE. 


HIS Play, at laſt, through many 
Difficulties, has made way to 
throw it felf at your Grace's 
> Fect: And conſidering what well- 


tercept it in its Courſe t lO es Treat 
an „ J have had Reaſon not to think it 
intirely ſucceſsful, till (where my Ambition al— 
ways deſign'd it) I ſound it ſafe in your Protec- 
tion: Which, when ſeveral Means had fail'd of 
making it leſs worthy of, the Splcen ended with 
the Old Good-nature that was offer'd to my firit 
Play, viz. That it was none of my own: But 
that s a Praiſe I have indeed ſome Reaſon to be 
proud of, fince your Grace from evincing Cir- 
cumſtances is able to divide the Malice trom the 
Compliment. 
A 3 'The 


DEDIC4TI10N. 


The beſt Criticks have long and juſtly com- 
plain'd, that the Coarſeneſs of molt Characters 
in our late Comedies have been unfit Enter- 
tainments for People of Quality, eſpecially the 
Ladies: And therefore I Was long in hopes that 
ſome able Pen (whoſe Expectation did not hang 
upon the Profits of Succeſs) wou'd generoufly at- 
tempt to reform the Town into a better Taſte than 
the World generally allows 'em: But nothing 
of that kind having 1: tely appcar'd, that would 
give me an Opportunity oi being wiſe at another's 
F xperce, I found it impoſſible any longer to re- 
lit the ſecret Temptation of my Vanity, and ſo 
even {truck the wk Blow my felf: And the Event 
has now convinc'd me, that whoever ſticks cloſely 
to Nature, can't eaſily write above the En- 
derſtanding of the Galleries, tho” at the ſame 
time he may poſſibly deſerve Applauſe of the 
Boxes. 

T his Play before its Trial on the Stage was 
examin'd by ſeveral People of Quality, that came 
into your Gee's Opinion of its being a juſt, a 
proper and diverting Attempt in Comedy ; but 
few of 'em carry'd the Compliment beyond their 
private Approbation: For when I was wiſhing for 
a little farther Hope, they ſtopt ſhort of your 
Grace's Penetration, and only kindly wiſht me 
what they ſeem'd to fear, and you afſur'd me of, 
a General Succels. 

But your Grace has been pleas'd, not only 
to encourage me with your Judgment; but have 
likewiſe by your favourable Influence in the Boun- 
ties that were rais'd for me the Third and Sixth 
Day, defended me againſt any Hazards of an en- 
tire Diſappointment from ſo bold an Undertak- 
ing: And therefore, Whatever che World may 

think 
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DEDICATION, 


think of me, as one they call a Poet, yet I am 
conhdent, as your Grace underſtands me, I ſhall 


not want your Belief, when I afſure you that this 


Dedication is the Reſult of a profound Acknow- 
ledgment, an Artleſs Inclination, proudly Glad 
and Grateful. 

And if the Dialogue of the following Scenes 
flows with more eaſy turn of Thought and Spi- 
rit, than what I have uſually produc'd; I ſhall 
not yet blame ſome People for ſaying 'tis not 
my own, unleſs they knew at the fame time I 
owe moſt of it to the many ſtolen Obſervations J 
have made from your Grace's Manner of Con- 
verſing. 

And if ever the Influence of your Grace's 
more ſhining Qualities ſhould perſuade me to 
attempt a Tragedy, I ſhall then, with the ſame 
Freedom, borrow all the Ornamental Virtues of 
my Hero, where now I only am indebted for 
part of the Fine Gentleman. Greatneſs of Birth 
and Mind, Sweetneſs of Temper, flowing from 
the fixt and Native Principles of Courage and of 
Honour, are Beauties that I reſerve for 2 farther 


Opportunity of expreſſing the Zeal and Gratitude 
of, 


Ay Lord, 
Yeur Grate's moſt Obedient, 
De Ee Ig, 
1704. 1Mh/t Oblig'd and Humble Servant, 
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PROLOG U E. 


F all the varicus Vices of the Ape, 
And Shoals of Fals exp3,'d upon the Stage, 
are ludtt that call for Satyr's Rage! 
What can you thins ts ſee our Plays ja full 
Of Madmen, Coxcombs, and the drireling Fool; 
Of Cits, of Sharpers, Rakes and rearing Bullies, 
Of Cheats, of Cucke!ds, Aldermen and Cullies ? 
Win'd not one ferear, 'twere taken for a Rule, 
That Satyr' Rod in the Dramatic School, 
Was only meant fer the incorrigt5le Fool ? 
As if too Vice and Fly were confin'd 
To the vile Scum alone of human Kind, 
Creatures a Muſe ſbou'd ſcorn ; ſuch abject Traſb 
Deſerre not Satyr's but the Hangman's Laſh. 
Wretches jo far ſput cut from Senje of Shame, 
Neu gate or Bedlam a reclaim; 
For Satyr nder was meant ta make wild Mon ſters tame. 
No Sirs. | 
We rather think the Perſen, fit for Plays, 
Are they whoſe Birth and Educaticn ſay; 
They've every Help that ſbau'd improve Mankind, 
Tet fill live Slaves to a vile tainted Mind; 
Such as in Wit are often jeen abound, 
And yet have ſorme.weak Part, where Folly's found: 
Fir Follies ſprout like Weeds, highc/t in fruitful Greund. 
Ang 


PROLOGUE 
And "tis alſere d. the Garden of the Mind 
To no infiftive Weed"s jo much inclin'd. 
As the rank Pride that ſome from AffeAation find. 
A Filly too wel! known to make its Court 
With m:jt Succt/s among the better Sort. 
Such are the Perjuns ove te da provides 
And Nature Fools fir once are laid aide. 
This is the Ground on which cur Play we build; 
But in the Strud? ure muſt to Judgment yield: 
And rohe re the Poet fails in Art, or Care, 
IP: beg your wanted Mercy to the Player. 


PROLOGUE 
Upon the laſt Ca urAIGN. 


Written by a Perſon of Quality ; deſign'd 
tor the Sixth Day, but not ſpoken. 


Paying Nation hates the fighting Trad:, 
And linzring War in uſual Methods made; 
When Armies walk alcut from Nod to River, 
And Thre'jcore Thiuſand only get together, 
T1 eat, and aint, conſult, ard find the way 
How cuitleut fehbting they may earn their Pay; 
Mer prudent Generals get, by Safeguard giving, ' 
An honeſt, quiet, comfortable Living; 


But newer fight it up to a Thankſgiving. 
Tocje marage War with the Phyſician's Skill, 


Aud ne ieh Means, as neither care, nor hill: 


PROLOGUE. 


Like the wiſe Doctors, ſafe by their Degrees, | 
They gice weak Doſes, but tate ſwinging Fees. 
The Trade continuing, which can never end, 
While the fick State has any Thing to ſpend. 
Thanks then to him, who ſtritcs at the Diſcaſe, 
And bravely tries to ſet the Wer ll at eaſe: 
For if ſuch fighting laſt but ane Wear more, 
Two Danube YVifories will quit the Score, 
And joon recruit our almoſt luci Store. 
A happy Peace regains cur Treaſure laſt; 
Our own the Glory, and our Fries the Coft. 
No Favour let the homebred Sparks exper, 
But Scorn from Men, and from the Fair Neglect. 
Beaux, that ſpend all their Time in j5ft Lere mating; 
Thoje tender Souls, wehoje Ficarts are always aking, 
Shun em, ye Fair, prevent their am'rous Boaſting ; 
Nor poorly yield i idle Talk, and Toaſting. 
1f you have Firours which you muſt beſtow, 
Give em the Soldiers, they dejerve em note; 
Vo made proud Tyrants flor, fuld only Aucel to yea. 
Minerva guides our General to Fame, | 
No Cruclties in War affet bis Name. 
Mill in the Camp, by ne Succeſs made Vain. 
A gentle Gaddeſs animates his Mind ; 
Bali far his Friindt, to cangucr'd Fees as Kind, 
Defign'd by Hle g for Anna's baffy Reign, 
Mbeſe genero::s Saul jeeks only to refrain 
U:4.und'd Tyranny, and lawleſs Might, 
Revenge Ojþ effien, and reſture the Right : 
War nt her Choice, but neteſſary Felice, 
Truth to proqn:te, and hamdie Infolence. 
Whereeer her Inffucnte flies, it Foy creates, 
And Peace and Safe ty brings t7 ian States: 
With ſuch Succeſs her Chief begins bis Race, 
That bis firſt Battle bri;htiy dies efface 


PROLOGUE. 


The tedious Labours of cur Modern Wars ; 

Outdoes at once, old Soldiers and the Tars. 

In him no ſauntring in the Field we find, 

No Doubt remains where Victory inclin'd. 

His Sword decides ; no double Praiſe is gien, 

Where neither Side is pleas'd, yet both thank Hearn. 
From War he quickly Kingdoms will releaſe : 

Rapin? and Rage ſoon ture to Foy and Peace, 

Aud by Deflrufion make Deſtruction ceale. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


Lord Morelove, Mr. Paoel. 
Lord Foppington, Mr. C:bber. 
Sir Charles Eaſy, Mr. Wilks. 


WOMEN. 
Lady Betty Modiſn, Mrs. Oldfield. 
Lady Eaſy, Mrs. Knght. 
Lady Graveairs, Mrs. More. 
Mrs. Edging, Woman 
to Lady Ealy, | Mrs, Lucas. 


SCENE, WINDSOR. 
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Careleſs Husband. 


RE ET WET PO DEN. 


, 
SCENE, Sir Charles Eaſy's Ladęing. 
Enter Lady Fafy atone 


DL SE M447 

\S ever Woman's Spirit, by an 1n;uri0! 
Huſband, broke lite mine? A vile, 

centious Man ! muſt he bring home His 
Follie-> too? Wrong me wi! h my ver) 
tans? O! how tedious a Relic! ie Pa- 
tience! and yet in my Condition "tis the 
only Remedy For to reproach him with my Wrongs 
is taking on my ſelf the Means of a Redre:>, bidding 
Defiance to his Falihcocl, and naturally but provokes 
him to undo me. "The unealy Thought of my con- 
tinual Jealouſy may teize him to a fixt Averhon ; and 
hitherto, cho" he neglects, I cannot think he hates me.— 
It muſt be fo, fince I want Power to pleaſe him, he 


never 


14 The CaRELESs HuszAxp. 
never ſhall upbraid me with an Attempt of making him 


uneaſy My Eyes and Tongue ſhall yet be blind and 
ſilent to my Wrongs; nor would I have him think 
my Virtue cou'd ſuſpect him, till by ſome groſs ap- 
parent Proof of his Miſdoing, he forces me to ſee 
and to forgive it. 
Enter Fdging haſtily. 

Fiz. O Madam! 

L. Ea. What's the matter? 

Für. T have the ſtrangeſt thing to ſhew your Lady. 
ſhip—— ſuch a Diſcovery 


L. Ez. You are reſolv'd to make it without much Ce- 


remony, | find? What's the Buſineſs pray? 

Eg. The Buſineſs, Madam, I have not Patience to 
tell you, I am out of Breath at the very Thoughts on't, 
I ſhall not be able to ſpeak this half Hour. 

L. Ea. Not to the Purpoſe I believe ! but methinks you 
talk impertinently with a great deal of Eaſe. 

Edg. Nav, Madam, perhaps not ſo impertinent as your 
Ladyſhip thinks; there's that will ſpeak to the purpoſe, 
I am ture A baſe Man [Gives a Letter. 

L. Ea. What's this, an open Letter! Whence comes it? 

Edg. Nay, read it, Madam. you'll foon gueſs If 
theſe are the Tricks of Hufbands, keep me a Maid ſtill, 
fav J. 

L. Ez. [ Locking on the Superſcriptian] To Sir Charles 
Eaſy! Hai! Too well I know this hateful Hand 
O wy Heart! but I muſt veil my Jealouſy, which 'tis 
not fit this Creature ſhould ſuppoſe I am acquainted with, 
Aid This Dir<ciion is to your Maſter, how 


Re a 
came you h it? 

Ecog. Muy, Naim, a: my Maſter was lying down, 
aizer he came in from Hunting, he tent me into his 
Dreſſing Room to fetch his Snuff Box out of his Walſt- 
chat-Pocket, an ſo as I vas ſcarching for the Box, Ma- 
dam, chere I wund this wicked Letter from a Mit- 


treis; 


1d 


Yo” 
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tres; which I had no ſooner read, but, ] declare it, my 
very Blood roſe at him again, methought I could have 
torn him and her to pieces. 

L. Ea. Intolerable ! This odious Thing's jealous of 


him her ſelf, and wants me to join with her in a Re- 


venge upon him Sure I am fallen indeed! But 
*"twere to make me lower yet, to let her think I under. 
ſtand her. [ Aide. 

Etg. Nay, pray, Madam, read it, you'll be out of 
Patience at it. 

L. Ea. You are bold, Miſtreſs ; has my Indulgence or 
your Malter's good Humour, flatter'd you into the Aſſu— 
rance of reading his Letters? a Liberty I never gave my 
el. Here lay it where you had it immediately —— 
ſhou'd he know of your Saucineſs, twould not be my 
Favour cou'd protect you. [Exit I. Eaſv. 

Eag. Your Favour! Marry come up! Sure I don't de- 
pend upo your Favour ! "tis not come to that, I 
hope Poor Creature——don't you think T am my 
Maſter's Nliſtreſs for nothing you ſhall find, Madam, 
I won't be ſnapt up as I have been Not but it vexes 
me to think ſhe ſhou'd not be as uneaſy as I. I am ſure he 
is a bale Man to me, and I could cry my Eyes out that 
ſhe ſhou'd not think him as bad to her every Jot. If I 
am wrong d, ſure ſhe muy very well expect it, that is 
but his Witt————A conceitcd Thing ſhe need not 
be ſo eaſy ncicher am as handſome as ſhe, I hope = 
Here's my XIalter Pll try whether I am to be huff' d 
by her, or nd. [Watks behind. 

Enter Sir Charles Eaſy. 

Sir Cha So! the Day i come agiinwLife but riſes to 
another Stage, and the tame dull journey is before u— 
How like Children do we judge of Happineſs! When 1 
was ſtinted in my Fortune, almott every thing was a Plena 
ſure to me, becauſe moſt Things then being out of my 
Reach, I had alway: the Plcaſure of hoping for em; now 

Fortune's 


8 
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Fortune's in my Hand ſhe's as inſipid as an old Acquain- 
tance It's mighty filly, Faith—Juit the ſame thing 
by my Wife too; I am told ſhe's extremely handiome— 
nay, and have heard a great many People iay ſhe is cer- 
tainly the beit Woman in the World why I don't 
know but ſhe may, yet 1 could never find that her Per- 
ſon or good Qualitics gave me any Concern In my 
Eye the Woman has no more Charms than my Mother. 

Edg. Hum !——he takes no Notice of me yet—Fl 
let him ſee, I can take as little Notice of him. [SY 
walks by him gravely, he turns her about and holds ber, 
ſhe ſtruggles] Pray Sir. 

Sir Cha. A pretty pert Air that Pill humour 
it——What's the Matter, Child? Are not you well? 
Kiſs me, Huſſy. 

Eag. No, the Duce fetch me, if I do. 

Sir Cha. Has any thing put thee out of Humour, 
Love? 

Edg. No, Sir, tis not worth my being out of Hu- 
mour at——t]:o' if ever you have any thing to fav to me 
again, I'll be burn'd. 

Sir CY. Some body has bely'd me to thee. 

Edg. No, Sir, tis you have bely'd vour ſelf to me 
did not I aſk you when you fiſt made a Fool of me, 
if vou would be always comſtant to me, and did not you 
ſay, T might be ſure you wou'd? And here inflcad of 
that, vou are going on in your old Intriegue with my 
Lady Graveatrs. 

Sir Cha. So | 

Er. Beſide, don't vou ſuffer my Lady to huff me every 
Day as it I were her Dog, or had no more concern with 
vou I declare I won't bear it, and ſhe ſhan't think to 
buf me—for ought I know I am as Agrecable as ſhe ; 
and tho' ſhe dares not take any Notice of vour Baſeneſs 
to her, you ſhan't think to uſe me ſo—and ſo pray take 
your naſty Letter know the Hand well enough ——fo; 

my 
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my part I won't ſtay in the Family to be abus' d at this 
rate: I that have refus'd Lords and Dukes for your luke : 
I'd have you to know, Sir, I have had as many blue and 
green Ribbons after me, for ought I know, as would have 
made me a Falvala Apron. 

Sir Ca. Ny Lady Grarecirs my naſty Letter! and I 
won't ſiay in the Family! Death !- l'm in a pretty Con- 
dition — What an unlimited Privilege has this Jade got 


| from being a Whare ? 


Eur. I fapnoie, Sir, you thing to uſe every Body as 
you do your Wile. 

Sir CHa. My Wife, hah ! Come hither Mrs. Eging: 
hark you, Drab. [Seizing her 4 the Shoulder, 

ag. Oh! 

Sir Cha. When you t>cax of my Wife, you are to 
ſay your Lady, and you are never to ſpeak of your 
Lady to me in any regard of her being my Wife 
for look you, Child, you are not her Strumpet but 
Mine, theretore I only give you leave to be ſaucy with 
me——in the next place, yuu are never to ſuppoſe there 
is ary ſuch Perſon as my Lady Graverirs; aud laſtly, 
my pretty one, how came you by ti: Letter? 

Edg. It's no matter, perhaps. 

Sir Cha. Ay, but it you ſhou'd not tell me quickly, 
howare you ſure I won't take a great Piece of Flach out of 
your Shoulder ? My Dear, [34 3kes her. 

Edg. O lud! O lud! I will tell you, Sir. 

Sir Cha. quickly then. 

Edg. Oh! 1 took it out of your Pocket, Sir. 

Sir Cha. When? 

Eag. Oh! this Morning, when you ſent me for your 
Snuff box. 

Sir. Coz. And your Ladyſhip's pretty Curioſity has 
look'd it over, I preſume ha [ Again, 

Edg O lad! dear Sir, don't be angry——indceed I'll 
never touch one again. 


[ Again: 


Sir 
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Sir Cha. I don't believe you will, and I'll tell you how 
you ſhall be ſure you never will. 

Eds. Yes, Sir. 

Sir CH. By ſtedfaſtly believing, that the next time you 
offer it, you will have your pretty white Neck twiſted 
behind you. 

Ede. Yes, Sir. [ Curteſing. 

Sir. C/a. And you will be ſure to remember every 
thing I have ſaid to you? 

Edg. Yes, Sir. 

Sir CH. And now, Child, I was not angry with your 
Perſon, but your Follies; which ſince I find you are a 
little ſenſible of——don't be wholly diſcourag'd 
for I believe I—— I ſhall have Occaſion for you 
again 

Eag. Ves, Sir. 

Sir Cha. In the mean time let me hear no more of 
your Lady, Child. 

Edg. No, Sir. 

Sir Cha. Here ſhe comes, be gone. 

Eag. Ves, Sir——Oh! I was never fo frighten'd in 
my Life. [ Exit. 

Sir. Cha. So ! good Diſcipline makes good Soldier 
It often puzzles me to think, from my own Careleſſneſs, 
and my Wife's continual good Humour, whether ſhe 
really knows any thing of the Strength of my Force 

ift her a little. 


Enter Lady Faiy. 
My Dear, how do you do? You are dreſyd very early 
to Day, are you going out ? 
L. Ea. Only to Church, my Dear. 
Sir Cha. Is it ſo late then? 
L. Ea. The Bell has juſt rung. 
Sir Cha. Well, Child, how does Windſor Air agree 
with you? Do you find your ſelf any better yet? or have 
vou a Mind to go to Lindon again? 


L. Ea. 


4 
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L. Fa. No, indeed, my Dear; the Air's fo very plea- 
fant, that if it were a Place of leſs Company, I cou'd be 
content to end my Days here. | 

Sir Cha. Pr'ythee, my Dear, what fort of Co .pany 
would molt pleaſe you? 

L. Ea. When Buſineſs would permit it, Yours; and in 
your Abſence a ſincere Friend, that were truly happy in 
an honeſt Huſband, to fit a chearlul Hour, and talk in 
mutual Praiſe of our Condition. 

Sir Cha. Are you then really very happy, my Dear? 

L. Ea. Why ſhould you queition it? [Smiling on him. 

Sir Cha. Becauſe I fancy I am not fo good to you as I 
ſhould be. 

L. Ez. Pſhaw ! 


Sir Cha. Nay, the Duce take me if I don't really confeſs 


my ſelf ( rad, that I have often wonder'd how any Wo- 


man of your Senſe, Rank and Perſon, could think it worth 
her while to have ſo many uſeleſs good Qualities. 

L. Ea. Fy, my Dear. 

Sir CHa. By my Soul, Pm ſerious. 

L. Ex. I can't boaſt af my good Qualities, nor if I 
could, do I believe you think em uſeleſs. 

Sir Ca. Nay, I ſubmit to you Don't you find 
'em ſo? Do you perceive that I am one Tittle the better 
Huſband for your being ſo good a Wiſe? 

L. Ea. Pſhaw ! you jeſt with me. 

Sir Cha. Upon my Life I don't —— Tell me truly, 
was you never jealous of me ? 

L. Ea. Did I ever give you any Sign of it? 

Sir Cha, Um — that's true 
think I never gave you Occafion? 

L. Ea. That's an odd Queſtion 
had ? 

Sir Cha. Why then, what good has your Virtue done 


you, fince all the good Qualitics of it could not keep me 
to your ſell ? 


but do you really 


but ſuppoſe you 


L. Za. 


20 The CAREI ESS Hes BAND. 


L. Ez. What Occafton have you given me to ſuppoſe I 
have not kept vou to my ſelf ? 
Sir CV. I given you Occaſion 


F. a my Dear — 


you may be ſurc | —- book you, that is not the 
Thiog, but fill a —— (Death whit a Plunder hare I 
1 ———= ſlill, ! ſav, dam, vou ſhan't make me 


believe you have never been jeuous of me; not that you 


ever had any real Cauſe, but I knows Women of your 


Principles have more Pride than thoſe thit have no Princi- 
ples at all; and where there is Pride there muſt be ſome 
Jealouſy ſo that if vou are jealous, my Dear, you 
Know you wrong me, and 

L. Ea. Why then, upon my Word, my Dear, I don't 
know that ever I wrong' you that way in my Life. 

Sir Cha. But ſuppoſe I had given a real Cauſe to be 
jealous, how would you do then? 


L. Ea. It muſt be a very ſubſtantial one that makes me 
jealous. 

Sir Ch. Say it were a ſubſtantial one, ſuppoſe now I 
were well with a W oman of your own Acquaintance, that 
under Pretence of frequent Viſits to you, ſhould only come 


to carry on an Aﬀair with me ——— Suppoſe now my 
Lady Graveatrs and | were great? 
L. EA. Wou'd I could not ſuppoſe it. [ 4/ae. 


Sir Ca. If I come off here I believe I am pretty 
ſafe. [Jide] —— Surpote, I ſay, my Lady and I 
were ſo very familiar, that not only your ſelf, but halt 
the Town ſhauld ſee it! 

L. Ea. Then Likould cry my felt ſick in ſome dark Clo- 
tet, and forget my Tears when you ſpoke kindly to me. 

Sir C42. The moſt convenient Piece of Virtue lure that 
ever Wite was Mittreſs of. [Ali de. 

L. Ea. But pray, my Dear, did you ever think that [ 
kad any ill Thoughts of my Lady Gravcairs ? 

Sir Cha. O fy! Child; only you know ſhe and I us'd 
to be a little free ſorgctime:, ſo I had a Mind to fee if 


you 
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you thought there was any harm in it: Put ſince I find 
you very eaſy, I think my telf oblig'd to tell you, that 
upon my Soul, my Dear, I have ſo little regard to her 
Perſon, that the Duce take me, if I would not as foon 
have an Affair with thy own Woman. 

L. Ea. Indeed, my Dear, I ſhould as ſoon ſuſpect you 
with one as tother. 

Sir CHa. Poor Dear = ſhould'it thou give me a Kiſs. 

L. Ea. Pſhaw? you don't care to kiſs me. 

Sir Cha. By my Soul I do I with I may die if 1 
Jont think you a very fine Woman. 

L. Ea. I only with you wou'd think me a good Wife. 
X. ſes ber.] But pray, my Dear, what haz made you to 
ſtrangely inquiſitive ? 

Sir Cha. Inquiſitive = Why = 2— don't know, one's 
always ſaying one fooliſh Thing or another — Toll le roll. 
[Sings and talks.) My Dear, what! are we never to have 
any Ball here? Toll le roll. I fancy I could recover my 
dancing again, if I would but practiſe. Toll loll loll! 

L. Ea. This Exceſs of Careleſſneſ to me excuſcs half 
his Vices: If I can make him once think ſeriouſlj — 
Time yet may be my Friend. 

Luter a Servant. 

Serv, dir, Lord Mhorelove gives h's Service — 

Sir Cha, Lord Morelove ! where is he? 

Serv. At the Chacolate-Houſe; he call'd me to him as 
I went by, and bid me tell your Hondur hell wait upon 
you prelentiy. 

L. Ea. I thought you had not expected him here again 
this Scaſon, my Dear? 

Sir CHa. I thought ſo too, but you {ce there's no de- 
pending upon the Reſolution of a Man that's in Love. 

L. Ea. I: there a Chair? | 

Serv. Yes, Madam. [Ex. SO Tant- 

L. Ea. I ſuppoſe Lady Betis 1olih his drawn him 
hither, 


Sir C4. 
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Sir Cha. Ay, poor Soul, for all his Bravery, I am a- 
fraid ſo. 

L. Ea. Well, my Dear, I han't Time to aſk my Lord 
how he does now; you'll excuſe me to him, but I hope 
you'll make him dine with us. 

Sir Cha. Il aſk him. If you ſee Lady Betty at Pray- 
ers make her dine too, but don't take any Notice of my 
Lord's being in Town. 

L. Ea. Very well! if I ſhou'd not meet her there, I'll 
call at her Lodgings. 

Sir Cha. Do ſo. 

L. Ea. My Dear, Your Servant. [Ex. L. Eaſy. 

Sir Cha. My Dear, I'm yours. Well! one way or o- 
ther this Woman will certainiy bring about her Buſineſs 
with me at laſt; for tho" ſhe can't make me happy in her 
own Perſon, ihe lets me be ſo intolerably eaſy with the 
Women that can, that ſhe has at leaſt brought me into a 
fair way of being as weary of them too. 

Enter Scrvant and Lord Morelove. 

Serv. Sir, my Lerd's come. 

L. Mo. Dear Chart: ! 

Sir CH. My dear Lord! this is an Happineſs undreamt 
of; I little thought to have leen you at Wind/or again this 
Seaſon; I concluded of courſe, that Books and Sulitude 
had ſecur'd you till Winter. 

L. M. Nay, I did not think of coming my ſelf, but 
I found my ſelf not very well in London, fo I thouglit 
a little Hunting, and this Air 

Sir Cha. Ha! ha! ha 

L. A. What do you laugh at? 

Sir CHa. Only becauſe you ſhould not go on with your 
Story: If you did but ice how filly a Man fumbles for an 
Excuſe, when he's a little aſnam'd of being in Love, you 
would not wonder what I laugh at, ha! ha! 


L. Mz. 
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L. Me. Thou art a very happy Fellow —— nothing 


touches thee — always eaſy —— Then you conclude I 


follow Lady Betty again. 

Sir Cha. Yes, Faith do : and to make you eaſy, my 
Lord, I cannot ſee why a Man that can ride fifty Miles 
after a poor Stag, ſhould be aſham'd of running twenty in 
Chaſe of a fine Woman, that in all probability, will make 
him fo much the better Sport too. { Embracing. 

L. Ma. Dear Charles don't flatter my Diſtemper, I 
own [I ftill follow her: Do you think her Charms have 
Power to excuſe me to the World ? 

Sir Cha. Ay! ay! a fine Woman's an Excuſe for any 
Thing; and the Scandal of her being in Jeſt, is a Jeſt it 
felf: we are all forced to be their Fools, before we can 
be their Favourites. 

L. Mo. You are willing to give me hope, but I can't 
believe ſhe has the leaſt Degree of Inclination for me. 

Sir Cha. I don't know that I'm ſure her Pride likes 
vou, and that's generally your fine Lady's darling Paſſion. 


L. Mo. Do you ſuppote if J could grow indifferent, it 
wou'd touch her. 


Sir Cha. Sting her to the Heart 
my Advice ? 

L. Mo. I liave no Relief but that. Had I not thee now 
and then to talk n Hour, my Lite were inſupportable. 

Sir Cha. I am ſorry for that, my Lord but mind 

what I lay to you But hold, firſt let me know the 
Particulars of your late Quarrel with her, 
I. Mo. Why about three Weeks ago, when I 
was laſt here at Niudſor, ſhe had for ſome Days treated 
me with a little more Relcrve, and another with more 
Freedom than I found my ſelf caſy at. 

Sir Cha. Who was that other? 

L. Mo. One of my Lord Fppington's Gang, the pert 
Coxcomb that's juſt come to a {mall Eſtate, and a great 
Perriwig he that ſings himſelf among the Wo- 

eh 
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men— What d'ye call him He won't ſpeak to a 
Commoner when a Lord's in Company You always 
ſee him with a Cane dangling at his Button, his Breaſt 
open, no Gloves, one Eye tuck' d under his Hat, and a 
Tooth-pick Startup, that's his Name. 

Sir Cha. 03 U have met him in a Viſit 
go on. | 
L. Ma. So, diiputing with her about the Coudn&t of 
Women, I took the Liberty to tell her how far I thought 
ſhe err'd 1a hers; the told me I was rude, and that the 
would never believe any Nan could love a Woman, that 
thought her in the wrong in any thing ſhe kad a Min 
to, at leaſt if he dar'd to tell her fu This provok'd me 
into her whole Character, with as much Spite and Civil 
Malice, as I have feen her beſtow upon a Womin of true 
Beauty, when the Men firlt toaited her; ſo in the middle 
of my Wildom, ſhe told me, fic delired to be alone, 
that I would take my odious proud Heart along with me 
and trouble her no more l bow'd very 
low, and as J left the Room, void never would, and 
that my proud Heart ſhould never be humbled by the 
Outſide of a fine Woman About an Hour uter, 
T whip'd. into my Chaiſe for Landen, and have never ſcen 
her ſince. 

Sir C/ a. Very well, ard how did vou fad your proud 
Heart by that time you got to Dan? 

I. Mo. lan a noſt alan to = vou I found lee 
ſo much in the right, that 1 curs'd my Price for contre. 
dict i: g her at all, and began to think ac cording to her 
Maxine „ that no Wcman could be in the wrong to a Man 
that fe had in ter Power. 

Sir. Cha. Ha! ha! well, I'll tell vou whit you ſhat 
do. You can 1ec her without trembling, I hape? 

L. Ms. Not if ſhe ruccives me well. 

Sir Cha. If ſhe receives vou well, vou will have no 
OCCalion ” what I am going to ſay to vou firig 
you {hall dine with ber, 


but Fray 
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I. Me. How ! where! when! 

Sir Cha. Here ! here! at two a Clock 

L. Ms. Dear Chartes ! | 

Sir Cha. My Wite's gone to invite her; when you ie: 
her firit, be neither too humble nor too ſtubburn ; ler 
her ſee by the Eaie in your Behaviour, you are ſtill pleas'd 
in being near her, whule ſhe is upon reaſonable Terms 
with you. This will either open the Door of an Eclar. 
ciſement or quite ſhut it againſt you and if ſhe is 
{ill reſolv'd to keep vou out 

L. Mo. Nay, it ſhe inſults me then, perhaps I may 
recover Pride enough to rally her by an over- acted Sub- 
miſſion. 

Sir Cha. Why, you improve, my Lord; this is the very 
thing I was going to propoſe to you. 

L. Mo. Was it, Faith! Hark you, dare you ſtand by me? 

Sir Cha. Dare I! ay, to my laſt drop of Aſſurance, 
againſt all the inſolent Airs of the proudult Beuuty iu 
Chriſten arm. 

L. Mo. Nay, then Defiance to her - Me two 
Thou halt inſpir'd me, I find my ſelf as valiant 8 a 
flatter d Coward. 

Sir Cha. Courage, my Lord---TIl warrant we beat lier. 

L. M. Ny Blood flirs at the very thought on't; 1 
long to be engag'd. 

Sir Cha. She'll certainly give Ground, when ſhe once 
lees you .are thoroughly provok'd. 

L. Me. Dear Charles, thou art a Friend indeed. 

Enter a Servant, 

Ser. Sir, my Lord Fppinetin gives his Service, and if 
your Honours at leiſure, hell wait on yeu as ſoon as 
he's dreſs'd. 

L. Ms. Lord Fippington ! is he in Town ? 

Sir Cha. Yez=——[ heard laſt Night he was come. 
Give my Service to his Lordſhip, and tell him I ſhall be 
glad he'll do me the Honour of his Com pany here at Dia- 
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ner. [Exit Serv. ] We may have Occaſion for him in 
eur Deiign upon Lady Betty. 

L. Ms. What Ule can we make of him? 

Sir Cha. We'll ſce when he comes; at leaſt there's 10 
Danger in him; not but I ſuppoſe you know he's your 
Rival. 

L. Mo. Pſhaw ! a Coxcomb. 

Sir Cha. Nay, don't deſpiſe him neither——he's able 
to give you Advice; for tho” he's in Love with the ſame. 
Woman, yet to him ſhe has not Charms enough to give 
4 Minute's Pain. 

L. Me. Pr'ythee, what Senſe has he of Love? 

Sir Cha. Faith very near as much as a Man of Senſe 
ought to have; I grant you he knows not how to value 
a Woman truly deſerving, but he has a pretty juſt Ec. 
teem for moit Ladies about Town. 

L. Ms. That he follows, I grant you for he ſeldom 
viſits any of extraordinary Reputation. 

Sir Cha, Have a Care, I have ſeen him at Lady Betty 
Modiſh's. 

L. Mo. To be laugh'd at. 

Sir Cha. Don't be too content of that, the Women 
now begin to laugh With him, not At him: for he 
really ſometimes rallies his own Humour with ſo much 
Eaſe and Pleaſantry, that a great many Women begin v 
think he has no Follies at all, and thoſe he has, have 
been as much owing to his Youth, and a great Eſtate, a 
want of natural Wit: Tis true, he's often a Bubble to hi 
Pleaſures, but he has always been wilely vain enough t 
keep himſelf from being teo much the Ladies kumbic 
Servant in Love. 

L. Mo. There indeed I almoſt envy him. 

Sir Cha. The Eaſineſs of his Opinion upon the Sex 
will go near to pique you We mult have him. 

L. Ms. As you pleaſe——but What ſhall we do Wit 
eur ſelves till Dinner? | 


Sir C44 
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Sir Cha. What think you of a Party at Picquet? 
L. Me. O! you are too hard for me. 
Sir Cha. Fy ! fy! what, when you play with his Grace? 
L. Ms. Upon my Soul, he gives me three Points. 
Sir Cha. Does he? why then you ſhall give me hut 


TEXeunt. 


tro—Here, Fellow, get Cards. Alon. 
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ACT IL SCENE I. 


The SCENE, Lady Betty Modiſh's Ladgings. 


Enter Lady Betty, and Lady Eaſy, meeting. 


L. Bet. H! my Dear! I am overjoy'd to ſee you! I 


am ſtrangely happy to-day ; I have juſt re- 
eeiv'd my new Scarf from London, and you are moit cri 
tically come to give me your Opinion of it. 
L. Ea. O! your Servant, Madam, I am a very indi:- 
rent Judge, you know: What, is it with Sleeves? 
L. Bet. O! 'tis impoſſible to tell you what it is! 
"Tis all Extravagance both in Mode and Fancy, my Dear, 
I believe therc's Six Thouſand Yards of Edging in it — 
Then ſuch an enchanting Sloop from the Elbow 
ſomething ſo New, fo Lively, ſo Noble, ſo Cocguet and 
Charming — but you ſhall ſce it, my Dear 
L. Ea. — 1 won't, my wok, I am re 


L. Bet. | Apr now, my Dor you are ill natur'd. 
L. Ea. Why truly, I'm half angry to ſce a Woman of 
your Senſe, ſo warmly concern'd in the Care of her Out- 
B 2 fags 
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fde ; for when we have taken our beſt Pains abbut it, 8s 


the Beauty of the Mind alone that gives us laſling Value. 

L. Bet. Ah! my Dear, my Dear! you have been a 
married Woman to a hne purpoſe indeed, that know ſo 
little of the Taſte of Mankind: Take my Word, a new 
Failiion, upon a fine Woman, is often a greater Proof of 
her Value, that vou are aware of. 

L. Ea. That I can't comprehend, for you ſee among 
the Men, nothing's more ridiculous than a new Faſhion, 
Thoſe of the firſt Senſe are always the laſt that come into 


*em? 


L. Bet. That is, becauſe the only Merit of a Man is 
his Senſe ; but doubtleſs the greateſt Value of a Woman 
is her Beauty; an homely Woman at the Head of a Fa- 
ſſlion, would not be allowed in it by the Men, and con- 
ſcquently not follow'd by the Women: So that to be 
ſacce(-ful in one's Fancy, is an evident Sign of one's being 
aadmir'd, and I always take Admiration tor the beſt Proof 
of Peautv, and Beauty certainly is the Source of Power, 
a+ Power in all Creatures is the height of Happineſs. 


L. Eu. At this rate youu wuuld rather be thuuzat Beau- 


ti than Good. 


L. Bet. As 1 had rather Command than Obey : The 


r2telt homely Woman can't make a Man of Senſe of a 
Fool, but the verieſt Fool of a Beauty ſhall make an Af 


of a Stateſman; ſo that in ſhort, I can't ſee a Woman of 
Spirit has any Buſineſs in this World but to . 


aud make the Rlen like her. 
L. Ez. Do you ſuppoſe this is a Principle the Mien of 
enſc will admire you for? 


L. Bet. I do ſuppoſe, that when I (ifter any Man to , 


like my Perſon, he ſhan't dare to find Fault with my 
Principle. 
L. Ea. But Men of Senſe are not fo eaſily humbled. 


L. Bet. The eaſieſt of any; one has Ten thouſand | 


time; the Trouble with a Coxcomb. 


L. Za. 
' 


| — — . 


Hd _ AOmAk\ _ a. www }Þ Gas 


3 |} 


The Cartrtss HusgaxNp. 27) 

L Ea. Nay, that may he; for I have ſeen you rot 
way more good Humour in hopes of a Tradro) hom 
my Lord Feinsten, who Ives al Women = than 
would have made my Lord A. * rerfectlo hapry, who 
loves orly youu. 

L. Bet. The Men of Senſe, my Dear, make the beſt 
Fools in the World: their Sincerity and good Breeding 
throw's em to entirely into one's Power, and gives one 
ſuch an agrecal-le Thirſt ot ullng them ill, to hew that 
Power — i imp ſſible not to quench it. 

L. E.:. But methinhs, my Lord Fereloce's Manner to 
you might move any Woman to a kinder Senſe of his 
Merit. 

L. Bet. Ay! hut wou'd it not be hard my Dear, for a 
poor weal Woman to have a Alan of his Qualit, and Re. 
putation in her Power, and not let the W orid {ee him 
there? Wou'd any Creature fit New-dreſs'd all Pay in her 
Cloſet ? Cou' d vou bear to have a ſweet faniy'd Suit, and 
never ſhew it at the Play, or the Drawing- Room ? 

L. Za. But one wou'd not ride in't, methinks, or hara's 
it out, v.21 there's no occaſion. 

L. Bet. Pooh! my Lerd 1-clrre's a meer Indian Da- 
maſk, one can't wear him cut; o my Conſcience I mult 
give him tomy Woman at lat, I begin to be known by 
him: Had not I beit leave him off, my Dear? for {pour 
Soul) I believe I have a little frettod him cf lite. 

L. Za. Now 'tis to me amazing, how a Mn of his 
Spirit can bear to be us'd like en Dog ſor four or five Years 
together bat nothing's a W ander in Lore; vet 
pray, when you found vou ccu'd not like hf: at llt, 
why did you ever encourage him? 


L. Bet. Why, whit would you have one do; for my 
part, I cou'd no more choole a Man by my Eve, than 4 
Shoe; one muſt draw 'em on a little to tee it they are 
riglit to onc's Fo2:, 
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L. Ed. But I'd no more fool on with a Man I cou'd 
not like, than I'd wear a Shoe that pinch'd me. 

L. Hit. Ay, but then a poor Wretch tells one, 
he' v1den 'em, or do any thing, and is ſo civil and lilly, 
that ore docs not know how to turn ſuch a Trifle, as a 
pur of Shoes or an Heart, upon a Fellow's Hands again. 

L. Ez. Well! I confeſs you are very happily diſtin- 
guiſiéd among mot Women of Fortune, to have a Man 
ef wy Lord Moselece's Senſe and Quality fo long and ho- 
nourably in Love with you: For now-a days one hardly 
ever hears of luch a thing as a Man of Quality in Love 
wit the Woman he wou'd marry: To be in Love now, 
is only having a Deizgn upon a Woman, a modiſh way of 
decluring War againſt her Virtue, which they generally 
attack firſt, by toaſting up her Vanity. 

L. Bet. Ay, but the World knows that is not the Cafe 
betwcen my Lord ard me. 

L. Ea. Therefore I think you happy. 

L. Bet. Now I don't fee it, I'll ſwear I'm better pleas d 
to know there are a great many fooliſh Fellows of Qua- 
lity, that take Occaſion to toalt me frequently. 

L. Ea. I vow I ſhou'd not thank any Gentleman for 
toaſting me, and I have often wonder'd how a Woman 
of your Spirit cou'd bear a great many other Freedoms I 
have ſeen ſome Men take with you, 


L. Bet. As how, my Dear? come pr'ythee be free with | 


me, for you muſt know, I love dearly to hear my Faults 
Who is't you have obſerv'd to be too free with me ? 


L. Ea. Why there's my Lord Foppington; cou'd any 


Woman but you bear to ſee him with a reſpectful Fleer 
{tare full in her Face, draw up his Breath and cry—— 
Gad, you're handſome ? 

L. Bet. My Dear, fine Fruit will have Flies about it, 
but, poor things, they do it no harm: For if you ob- 
ſerve, People are generally molt apt to chooſe that the 
Flies have been buſy with, ha! ha! 
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L. Za. Thou art a ſtrange giddy Creature. 

L. Bet. That may be from ſo much Circulation of 
Thought, my Dear. | 

L. Ea. But my Lord Feppingteu's married, and one 
wou d not fool with him for his Lady's ſake ; it may make 
her uneaſy, and 

L. Bet. Poor Creature, her Pride indeed makes her carry 
it off without taking any notice of it to me; tho” I know 
ſhe hates me in her Heart, and I can't endure malicioug 
People, ſo I usd to dine with her once a Weck, purely to 
give her Diſorder; if you had but ſeen when my Lord 
and I fool'd a little, the Creature look'd ſo ugly. 

L. Ea. But I ſhould not think my Reputation ſafe; my 
Lord Feppinigton's a Man that talks often of his Amours, 
but ſeldom ſpeal:s of Favours that are refus'd him. 

L. Bet. Pina; will any thing a Man ſays make a Wo. 
man leſs agreeable ? Will his talking ſpoil one's Complex- 
ion, or put one's Hair out of order? and for Reputa- 
tion, look you, my Dear, take it for a Rule, that as a- 
mongſt the lower Rank of People, no Woman wants 
Beauty that has Fortune; ſo amongſt People of Fortune, 
no Woman wants Virtue that has Beauty : But an Eſtate 
and Beauty join'd, are of an unlimited, nay, a Power 
Pontifical, make one not only Abſolute, but Infallible—— 
A fine Woman's never in the Wrong, or if we were, 'tis 
not the Strength of a poor Creature's Reaſon that can 
unfetter him O! how I love to hear a Wretch 
curſe himſelf for loving on, or now and then coming out 
With a 

vet for the Plague of human Race, 
“ This Devil has an Angel's Face. 

L. Ea. At this rate, I don't ſee you allow Reputation 
to be at all Eſſont ial to a fine Woman. | 

L. Bet. juſt as much as Honour to a great Man: Pow- 
er always is above ſcandal: Don't you hear People lay, 
the King of Farce owes molt of his Conqueſts to break- 
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ing his Word? and won'd not the Confederates have a 
fine time on't, it they were only to go to War with Re- 
Proaches? Indeed, my Dear, that Jewel Reputation isa 
very fanſyful Buſineſs ; one ſhall not ſee an homcly Crea- 
ture in Town, but wears it in her Mouth as manitrouſly 
as the Indians do Bobs at their Lips, and it really becomes 
them juſt alike. 

L. Ea. Have a care, my Dear, of truſting too far to 
Power alone: For nothing is more ridiculous than the 
Fall of Pride; and Woman's Pride at beit may be ſuſ- 
pected to be more a Diſtruſt, tian a real Contempt of 
Mankind: For when we have ſaid all we can, a deſerving 
Huſband is certainly our beſt Happine!s ; and I don't que- 
lion but my Lord Morelote 's Merit, in a little time, will 
make you think ſo too; for whatever Airs you give your 
ſelf to the World, I'm ſure your Heart don't want good 
Nature. 

L. Bet. You are miitaten, I am very ill-natur'd, tho 
your good Humour won't let you fee it. 

L. Ea. Then to give me a Proof on't, let me fee you 
refuſe to go immediately and dine with me, after I have 
promis'd Sir C-4r/cs to bring you. 

L. Bet. Prav don't aſk me. 

L. Ea. Why? 

L. Bet. Becauſe to let you fee I hate good Nature, I'll 
go without aſking, that you mayn't have the Malice to 
ſay I did you a Favour. 

L. Ea. Thou art a mad Creature. [Ex. Arn in Arm. 
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The SCENE changes ta Sir Charles's L:idgings: 
Lord Morelove and S$:r Charles at Puguet. 
Sir Cha FYOME, my Lord, one ſingle Game for the 


Tout, and ſo have done. 

L. Mo. No, harg em, Ihave enough of 'em; III Cards 
are the dle Company in the World - Ho much is it? 

Sir Cha. Three Parties. 

L. ito. . en —very wel 
[Whilz L. Mo. counts aut his dluuty, a Sercant giants Ser 

Ci uies.4 Leit, enim re rad to e 

Sir CC. [Coe Servant | Uire my Service, ſay I have 
Company dines with me, if I rave time I'll cu] herein 
the Afternèeon ha! ha! ha! Ex. Serge 

L. A. What's the Mutter there 

. | Paying the Mane . 

Sir Cha. The old Affair — my Lady Cravcairs, 

L. Ab. O! pr'ythee how does that go on? 

Sir C/. As agreewily as a CH ry Suit: For now it's 
come to the intolerable Pingue of my not being able to 
get rid on't; a3 you may "At [Giving the Letter 

L. Mi. | Readi.) ** Your Behaviour fince I came to 
Windſor, has convinc'd me of your Villany with- 
out my being ſurpriz I, or angry at it: I deſire you 
woald let me fee vou at my Lodgings immedi- 
at. * where I fall have a better Opportunity to 
convince you, that I never can, or poittively will 

be as I have been, Yours, C. 
A very whimſical Letter !----Faith, 1 :!.ink ſhe has har 
luck with you ; ita Man were oblig d. to have a Mitre !2, 
ber Perſon and Condition ſcem to be cut out for the 
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Eaſe of a Lover: For ſhe's a young, handſom, wild. 
well-jointured Widow——But what's your Quarrel ? 

Sir Cha. Nothing----ſhe ſees the Coolnels happens to be 
firſt on my ſide, and her Buſineſs with me now, I ſup- 
poſe, is to convince me, how heartily ſhe's vex'd, that 
ſhe was not beforchand with me. 

L. Me. Her Pride and your Indifference muſt occaſion 
a pleaſant Scene ſure ; what do you intend to do? 

Sir Cha. Treat her with a cool familiar Air, till I 
pique her to forbid me her Sight, and then take her at 
her Word. 

L. Mo. Very gallant and provoking. [Enter a Serv. 

Serv. Sir, my Lord Foppingteon [Exit. 

Sir Cha. O— now, my Lord, if you have a mind to 
be let into the Myſtery of making Love without Pain, — 
here's one that's a Maſter of the Art, and ſhall declaim tg 
— — 


Euter Lord Foppington. 
My dear Lord Fpington“ 

L. Fp. My Dear Agrecable! 2»: Je 1embrafſe ! Pardi! 
Il y a cent Anns que Fe ne Tay ve: my Lord, I am 
your Lordſhip's moſt obedient humble Servant. 

L 79. My Lord, I kiſs your Hands——T hope we 
ſhall have you here ſome Time; you ſeem to have laid 
in a Stock of Health to be in at the Diverſions of the 
Place. You look extremely well. 

L. Fp. To ſee one's Friends lock ſo, my Lord, may 
eaſily give a Yermeile to one's Complexion. 

Sir Cha. Lovers in hope, my Lord, always have a vi- 
ble Brillant in their Eyes and Air. 

L. Fp. What doſt thou mean, Charles? 

Sir Cha. Come, come, confeſs what really brought you 
to Wind/or, now you have no Buſineſs there; 

L. F. Why two Hours, and fix of the belt Nags in 
Chriſtendom, or the Devil drive me. 


L. Mes. You make haſte, my Lord. 


L. Fg. 
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L. Ep. My Lord, I always fly when I purſue——But 


they are well kept indeed love to have Creatures 
go as I bid 'em; you have ſcen 'em, Charles, but ſo has 
all the World; Fopp:ington's Long-tails are known in every 
Road in England. 

Sir Cha. Well, my Lord, but how came they to bring 
you this Road? You don't uſe to take theſe irregular 
Jaunts without ſome Deſign in your Head of having more 


than Nothing to do. 
L. Fop. Pſhaw! Pox! pr'ythee Charles, thou know ſt 


I am a fellow /ans Conſequence, be where I will. 

Sir Cha. Nay, nay, this is too much among Friends. 
my Lord; come, come, — we mult have it, your reat 
Buſineſs here? 

L. Fop. Why then, Entre Nous, there is a certain Fi 
4e Foye about the Court here that loves Winning at Card; 
better than all the fine things I have been able to ſay te 
her——ſo I have brought an odd Thouſand Bill in my 
Pocket that I deſign Tete a Tete, to play off with her at 
Picquet, or ſo; and now the Buſineſs is out. 

Sir Cha. Ah ! anda very good Buline!s too, my Lord. 

L. Fop. If it be well done, CHurle. 

Sir Cha. That's as you manage your Cards, my Lard. 

L. Mo. This muſt be a Woman of Conſequence by the 
Value you ſet upon her Favours. 

Sir Cha. O! nothing's above the Price of a fine Woman, 

L. Fip. Nay, look you, Gentlemen, the Price may not 
happen to be altogether ſo high neither For I fanſy 
I know enough of the Game, to make it but an even 
Bett I get her for nothing. 

L. Mv. How ſo, my Lord? 

L. Fp. Becauſe, if ſh: happen to Liſe a gocd Sum 9 
me, I ſhall buy her with her own Loney. 

L. Mo. That's new, I contc%. 

L. Fp. You know, Charles, tis not im poſſible but ! 
may be five hundred Pounds deep with her, — then Bille 

3 5 may 
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may fall ſhort, and the Devibs in't if I want Aſſurunce to | 
aſk her to pay me {ome way or other, 

Sir Cha. An a Man mnit be a Churl indeed, that 
won't take a Lady's Perſonal Security; hah ! hah! hah! 

L. Hep. Heh! heh ! heh! thou art a Devil, Charles. 

L. Mz. Death! how happy is this Coxcomb? [Ad. 

L. Fp. But to tell you the Truth, Gentlemen, — 
I had another preſſing Temptation that brought me hither, 
which was my Wife. | 

L. AM. That's kind indeed, my Lady has been here 

315 Month, ſhe' be glad to ſce you. 

IL. Fp. That I don't know; for Ideign this Afternoon 
to ſend her to Landon. 

L. „%. What! the ſume Day you come, my Lord? 
thit would be cruel. 

L. Hp. Ar, but it wi!! bz mighty convenient, for ſhe 
is politively of no Manner of Uſe i in mv Ano. 

L. A. That's your Fault, the Town tiunks her a very 
deſerving Woman. 

L. Fsp. It ſhe were a Woman of the Town, perhaps [ 
ſhou'd think ſo too; but ſhe happens to Fe my Wife, 
and when a Wife is once given to deferve more than her 
Huſband's Inclinations can pay, in my NMlind ſie has no 
Merit at all. 

L. A. She's extremely well-bred, and of a very pru. 
dent Conduct. 

L. Fp. Um ay the Woman's proud enough. 

L. Mz. Add to this, ail the World allows her hand- 
ſom. 

L. Fp. The World's extremely civil, my Lord; and I 
ſhould take it as a Fans our done to me, if they could find 
an Expecicnt to unmarry the poor Woman trum the oniy 
Man in the World that can't ink her handſom. 

L. Mz. I believe there are a great many in the World 


that are ſorry tis not in their Power to unmarry her. 


L. Hp. 


| 

| 
1 
| 
1 
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L. Fip. I ama great many in the World's very humble 
Servant, and whenever they find 'tis in their Power, their 
high and mighty Wiſdoms may command me at a quarter 
of an Hour's Warning. 

L. Mo. Pray, my Lord, what did you marry for ? 

L Fop. To pay my Debts at play, and diſinherit my 
younger Brother. 

L. M7. But there are ſome Things due toa Wife. 

L. Fp. And there are ſome Debts I don't care to pay 
— to both which I »iead Huſhand, and my Lord. 

L. M. If I Cult do fo, I ſhouw'd expect to have my 
own Coch opt in the Street, and to met my Wite 
wich the Windows up in a Hackney. 

L. Fp. Theu wou'd I put in Bail, and order a ſeparate 
Rlaintcwance. | 

L. % So pay double the Sum of the Debt, and be 
marry'd for nothing. 

L. Fp. Now I think deferring a Dun. and getting 110 
of one's Wite, are two the moit ag reeable Sweets in the 
Libertics of an Exgliſt Subject. 

L. AM». If I were marry'd, I wou'd as ſoon part from 
my Eftate, as my Wife. 

L. Ho. Now I wou'd not, Sun burn me if I wou'd. 

L. 17). Death! But fince you are thus indifferent, my 
Lord, why would you needs marry a Woman of ſo much 
Merit? Cou'd not you hive laid out your Spleen upon 
ſome ill-natur'd Shrew, that wanted the Plague of an ill 
Hutband, an! have let her alone to ſome plain, honeſt 
Man of Quality that wou'd have deſerv'd her. 

L. Fp. Why faith, my Lord, thut miglit have been 
conſider'd; but I really grew fo paſhonately fond of her 
Fortune, that, Curſe catch me, I was quite blind to the 
reſt of her good Qualities: For to tell you the Truth, it 
it had been poſſible the old Put of a Peer cou'd have toſfs'd 
me in other five Thouſand for em, by my Content, ſhe 

| ſhou'd 
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ſhou d have relinquiſh'd her Merit and Virtues to any ef 
her younger Siſters. 

Sir Cha. Ay, ay, my Lord, Virtues in a Wife are 
good for nothing but to make her proud, and put the 
World in mind of her Huſband's Faults. 

L. Fip. Right, Charles: And ſtrike me Blind, but the 
Women of Virtue are now grown ſuch Ideots in Love, 
they expect of a Man, juſt as they do of a Coach- Horſe, 
that one's Appetite, like rother's Fleſh, ſhould increaſe 
by Feeding. 

Sir Cha. Right, my Lord, and don't conſider that 
Tout jour, Chapons Buuilles will never do with an Engliſh 
Stomach. 

L. Fp. Ha! ha! ha! To tell you the Truth, Charles, 
I have known ſo much of that ſort of Eating, that I now 
think, for an hearty Meal, no Wild Fowl in Zarepe us 
comparable to a Joint of Ban/tcad Mutton. 

L. AM. How do you mean? 

L. Ep. Why, that for my Part, I had rather have a 
Plain Slice ef my Wife's Woman, than my Guts full of 
eer an Ortolan Duchec in Chriſtendom 

L. M. But I thought, my Lord, your chick Buſinef 
now at Wind/or had been your Deſign upon a Woman of 
Quality. 

L. Fp. That's true, my Lord, tho' I don't think your 
fine Lady the beit Diſh my leit, yet a Man of Quality 
can't be without ſuch "Things at his Table. 

L. Az. O! then you only dere the Reputation of an 
Affair with her. 

L. F:p. I think the Reputation is the moſt inviting 
Part of an Amour with moit Women of Quality. 

L. Mo. Why ſo, my Lord? 

L. Fp. Why who the Devil would run through all the 
Degrees of Form and Ceremony, that lead one up to the 
laſt Favour, if it were not for the Reputation of uuder- 
ſanding the neareſt Way to get cver the Diſaculty. 

L. 3s 


bk. as 
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L. Me. But, my Lord, does not the Reputation of your 
being ſo general an Undertaker frighten the Women from 
engaging with you? For they lay, no Man can love but 
one at a Time. 

L. Fp. That's juſt one more than ever I came up to: 
For, top my Breath, if ever I lov'd one in my Life. 

L. Mo. How do you get em then? 

L. Fip. Why ſometimes as they get other People; I 
dreſs, and let them get me; or, if that won't do, as 1 
got my Title, I buy 'em. 

L. Mz. But how can you, that profeſs Indifference, 
think it worth your while to come ſo often up to the 
Piic? of a Woman of Quality ? 

L. Fp. Becauſe you muft know, my Lord, that moſt 
of them begin now to come down to Reaſon; I mean 
thoſe that are to be had, for ſome die Fools: But with 
the wiſer Sort, 'tis not of late fo very expenſive ; now and 
then a Partie Quarric, a Jaunt or tv.o in 2 Hack to an 
Indian Houle, a little Chia, an odd Thing for a Gown, 
er ſo, and in three Days after you meet her at the Con- 
veniency of trying it Chez Madamoi/elle D' Epinge ls. 

Sir CH. Ay, ay, my Lord, and when you are there, 
you know, what between a little Chat, a Diſh of Tea, 
Madamijel/e's good Humour, ard a Petit Cha 1/97, or two, 
the Devil's in't if a Maa can't foo! away the Time, till 
he ſees how it looks upon her by Ca: dle. ght. 

I. Fep Heh! he 2h ! well ſaid A, Charles 45 I'gad I fancy 
thee and I have unlac'd many a Reputation there 
Your great Lady is as ſoon un/reit as her Woman. 

L. Mo. I could never find it fo —— the Shame or 
Scandal of a Repulſe, always made me afraid o! altempt- 
ing a Woman of ons, 

Sir Cha. Ha! ha! ITgad, my Lord, vou deſerre to be 


ill us d, your Modelty*; enov: -h to ſpoil any Woman in 
the World; but my L.. 1 aad 1 underſtaud the Sexalittle 
better, we ſee plainly tat Weracn are only cold, us nie 

Men 


3 
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Men are Brave, from the Modeity or Fear of thoſe that 


attack em. 

L. Fp. Right Char/es a Man ſhould no more give 
up his Heart to a Woman, than his Sword to a Bully; 
thev are both as inſolent as the Devil after it. 

Sir Cha. How do you like that, my Lord? 

[Aide to L. Mo. 

L. AI. Faith I envy him — But, my Lord, ſuppoſe 
your Inclination ſhould "unible upon * Woman truly vir- 
tuoue, would not a ſevere Repulſe from ſuch an one put 
you [{:rangely out of Countenance? _ 

L. Fp. Not at all, my Lord for if a Man don't 
mind a BS th, Tor in a fair Struggle with a ircfh 
Country Girl, hy the Duce ſhould he be corcern'd at 
an impertinent Frown for an Attack upon a Women of 

Vality? 

L. A. Then you have no Notion of a Lady's Cruelty! 

L. Fp. Ha! ha! let me Blood, if I think there's a 
greater Jeſt in Nature. I am ready to crack my Guts with 
laughing to ſee a ſenſeleſs Flirt, Lecauſe the Creature hap- 
pens to have a little Pride that ſhe calls Virtue «bout her, 


give her ſelf ail the inſolent Airs of Reſentment and Diſ- 


dain to an honeſt Fellow, that all the while does not care 
three Pinches of Snuff if ſhe and her Virtue were to run 
with their laſt Favours through the firſt Regiment of 
Guards Ha! ha! ——— ic puts me in mind of 
an Affair of mine, ſo impertinent 

L. Az. O! that's unpollible, my Lord —— pray le 
hear ir. 

L. Fp. Why I happen'd once to be very well in a cer- 
tain Man of Quality's Family, and his Wife lik'd me. 

has Mo. How do you knows fig lix'd you? 

L. Fp. Why from the very Moment I told her I lik'd 

her, ſhe never durit tru.t her ſelf at the End of a Room 
with me. 


L. Me. That might be her not liking you. 


L. Fop- 


F 
he 


| 
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L. Fip. My Lord Women of Quality don't 
uſe to ſpeak the Thing plain but to ſatisfy you I 
did not want Encouragement, I rever came there in my 
Lite, but the did immediately (mile, and borrow my. 
Snuff- Box. 

L. Mo. She lik'd your Snuff at leaſt —— Well, but 
how did ſhe ute you ! 

L. Fp. By all that's infamous ſhe jilted me. 

L. Mo. How! }ilt you? 

L. Fp. Ay, Death's Curlc, ſhe jilted me. 

L. Ma. Pray let's hear. 

L. Fp. For when I was pretty well convinc'd ſhe had 
a Mind to me, I one Day made her a Hint of an Ap- 
pointment : Upon which, with an inſolent Frown in her 
Face (that made her look as ugly as the Devi!) the told 
me, that if ever I came thither again, her Lord ſhould 
know that ſhe had forbidden me the Houle belore ; —— 
Did you ever hear of ſuch a Slut? 

Sir CHa. Intolerable! 

L. Mo. But how did ker Anſwer agree with you? 

L. Fp. O, paſſionately well! for I ſtar'd full in her 
Face, and burſt out a laughing; at which ſke turn'd upon 
her Heel, and gave a Crack with her Fan like a Coach- 
whip, and bridl'd out of the Room with the Air and 
Complexion of an incens'd Turkey-Cock. 

[ 4 Servant whiſpers Sir Cliarles. 

L. Mz. What did you then ? | 

L. Fb. I —— lone d after her, gap'd, threw un the 
Saſh, and fell a finging out of the Window, ſo thu't 
you ſee, mv Lord, while a Man is not in Love, there's 
no great Atiliftion in miſſing one's way to a Woman. 

Sir Cha. Ay, ay, you talk this very well, my Lord; 
but now let's tee how you dare belave your ſelf upon 
Action Dinner's lerv'd, and the Ladies ſtay for us 
There's one within has been too hard for as 
briſk a Man as your ſelf, 


L. IIe. 
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L. Ms. IT gueſs who you mean 
Lord, ſhe'll prove your Courage for you. 

L. Fs. Will ſhe! then ſhe's an undone Creature. For 
let me tell you, Gentleman, Courage is the whole Myſtery 
of making Love, and of more uſe than Conduct is in 


War ; for the braveſt Fellow in Europe may beat his 


Brains out againſt the ſtubborn Walls of a Town — But 
Women, born to be controll'd, | 


** StooP to the Forward, and the Bold. [ Exeunt. 


ACT IE. SCENE:L 


The SCENE continues. 


Enter Lird Morelove and Sir Charles. 


L. Me. GO! Did not I bear up bravely ? 

Sir Cha. Admirably ! with the beft bred la- 
ſolence in Nature, you inſulted like a Woman of Quality 
when her Country-bred Huſband's jealous of her in the 
wrong Place. 

L. Mo. Ha! ha! Did you obſerve, when I firſt came 
into the Room, how careleſly ſhe bruſh'd her Eyes over 


me, and when the Company laluted me, ſtood all the 


while with her Face to the Window ? ha! ha! 
Sir Cha. What aſtoniſh'd Airs the gave her ſelf, when 


vou aſk'd her, what made her fo grave upon her old 


Friends ? 


L. Ms. 


Have a Care, my | 


1. 
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L. Me. And whenever I offer'd any Thing in Talk, 
what affected Care fhe took to direct her Obſervations of 
it to a third Perſon ? 

Sir CH. I obſerv'd ſhe did not eat above the Rump of 
a Pigeon all Dinner Time. 

L. Ms. And how ſhe colour'd when I told her, her La 
dyſnip had loſt her Stomach. | 

Sir Cha. If you keep your Temper ſhe's undone. 

L. Mo. Provided ſhe flicks to her Pride, I believe I 
may. 

Sir Cha. Ah! never fear her; I warrant in the Humour 
ſhe is in, ſhe would as ſoon part with her Senſe of Feeling. 

L. Mo. Well! what's to be done next ? 

Sir C54. Only obſerve her Motions ; for by her Beha- 
viour at Dinner, I am ſure ſhe deſigns to gall you with 
my Lord Foppington : If ſo, you muſt even ſtand her Fire. 
and then play my Lady Graveairs upon her, whom I' 
immediately pique and prepare for your Purpoſe. 

L. Mo. I underſtand you the propereſt Woman ia 
the World too, for ſhe'll certainly encourage the leaſt 
Offer from me, in hopes of revenging her Slights upon 
you. 

Sir Cha. Right; and the very Encouragement ſhe gives 
you, at the ſame Time will give me a Pretence to widen 
the Brezch of my Quarrel to her. 

L. Mo. Beſides, Charles, 1 own I am fond of any At- 
tempt that will forward a Miſunderſtanding there, for 
your Lady's ſake: A Woman ſo truly good in her Nature, 
ought to have ſomething more from a Man, than bare 
Occaſions to prove her Goodneſs. 

Sir Cha. Why then, upon Honour, my Lord, to give 
you Proof that I am poſitively the beit Huſband in 
the World, my Wite never yet fourd me 
out. 

* Me. That may be her being the beſt Wiſe in the 

Td ; She, may be, won't find you ont. 


Sir 
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Sir Cha. Nay, if ſhe won't tell a Man of hi Faule, 
when ſhe ſces em, how the Duce ſhould he mon un! 
but however, vou ice I am going to have em «ft His tal 
as I can. 

L. Ao. Peing tir'd of a Woman is indeed a rretty ty 
lerable Aili-rance of a Mlan's not deittyniny * | 
her Here ſhe comes, and it 1 dove miller iti 
tull of Reproaches 
ter Lime Il leave vou. 

Entcr Lai; Graveai:s. 
Your Ladyſhip's molt humule Servant, is tac Company 
broke up, pray ? 

L. Gra. No, my Lord, they are ; lt tal in of Butler; 
my Lord Foppin gin has a Manc. to rally, if ur 1 Le 
would encourage the Table. 

L. Mo. O Madam, with all my Heart ! But Sir CH, 
I know, is hard to be got to it; Pl leave your La!yſhip 
to prevail with him. Er. L. Mo. 

Ser Chærles and Lade Graveairs /alate caldiy, art 5rifle 

Jeme 1 ime before they pr u. 

L. Gra. Sir Charles, I tent you a Note this lor ning = 

Sir Ca. Yes, Madam, thut there were ſome Pailige $ 
I did not exp irc our Ladyſhip; you ſecm'd to tax 
me with Thi gs that 

L. Gra. Look you, Sir, 'tis not at all material, whether 
I tax you with any Thing or no: I don't in the leait de- 
ti-2:9 hear you clear vour ſelt, upen my Word, you may 
be very cal as te that Natter; for my Part, I am mighty 
well tuis! « . F Thing are 4; BY y are; all J have to ay to 
YOu is. that vou ned not give your ſelf the Truuble to 
call at my Lodsings this After won, it you 'fhould have 
Time, as you were yleas's to ſend me Word and 0 


You cui Ale ner iu 4 Dek 


your Servant, Sir, that's ali —— - [ Goinge 


Sir Cha. Holl. Madam. 
L. Gra. Look du, Sir Charles, 'tis not your calling me 
back that will fanity any Thing, I can aflure vod. 
— P * 85 4 


ol 
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Sir Cha. Why this extraordinary Haſte, Madam ? 

L. Gra. In ſhort, Sir Charles, I have taken a great 
many Things from you of late, that you know I have ot. 
ten told you I would poſiti ely bear no longer: But I 
ſee Things are in vain, and the more People firive to 
oblige Peop! le, the leſs they are thank'd for't: And ſince 
there muſt be an end of one's Ridiculouſneſs one Time ur 
other, I don't ſee any Time fo proper as the preſent, and 
therefore, Sir, I deſire you'd think of Things according- 
Ily — your Servant [Going, he hylds ber. 

Sir Cha. Nay, Madam, let's ſtart fair however; you 
ought at leaſt to ſtay "till I'm as ready as your Ladyſhip; 
ana then if we mult parc 

Adieu ye ſilent Grote, and ſhady Groves; 
Ye foft Amalements of gur growing Loves 
Aſectedly Adieu ye whitper'd Sighs that tarnn'd the 
Fire, 
And all the thrillirg Jos of vroung Deſire. 

L. Gra. O mighty well, Sir: | am very bY We are 
at lait come to 2 right Under? ming, the only way [ ha 2 
long wiſh'd for; not but I'd have you t know, I tee 
your Deſign through ail your painted Fae of Refigna 
tion: I know you'd give your Soul to make me uncaty 
now. 

Sir Cha. O fy, Madam, pon my Word, I would not 
make you uneaſy, if it were in my Power. 

L. Gr. O dear Sir, you nec not take ſuch Care, up- 
on my Word; you'll find I can part with vou without 
the leaſt Diſorder PII try at leaf, and fo once more, 
and for ever, Sir, your Servant: Not but you muſt give 
me Leave to tell you, as my laſt Thoughit of vou too, 


that I do think you are a Villain = - 


— * * 
1 Vit Pa;tiiy. 


Sir Cha. O your very humble Servant, Madam 


al - 
Boro. 47 low. 
What a charming Qualit) is a Woman's Pride, that's 
itrong 
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trong enough to refuſe a Man her Favours, when he; 
weary of 'em — Ah! [ Lady Graveairs return 
. L. Gra. Look you, Sir Charles don't preſume uy. 
en the Ealineſs of my Temper: For to convince you thy 
I am poſitively in earneſt in this Matter, I deſire 50 
would let me have what Letters you have had of mine 
fince you came to Vindſor, and I expect you'll return ty 
reſt, as I will yours, as ſoon as we come to Landen. 

Sir Cha. Upon my Faith, Madam, I never keep ally 
I always put Snuff in 'em, and ſo they wear out. | 

L. Gra. Sir Char/cs, I muſt have ein, for poſitively] 
won't ſtir without em. 

Sir Cha. Ha! Then IT muſt be civil, I ſee. [Aka 
Perhaps, Madam, I have no Mind to part with them — 
or you. 


L. Gre. Look you, Sir, all thoſe Sort of Things are 1 


vain, new there's an End of every Thing between us= 
If yon ſay you won't give 'em, I muſt &'en get em 2 
well as I can. 


Sir Cha. Hah ! that won't do then, I find. 22 


L. Gra. Who's there? Mrs. Edging Your keeping 
a Leiter, Sir, won't keep me, I'll allure you. 
Euter Edging. 
Edg. Did your Ladyſhip call me, Madam ? 
L. Gra. Ay, Child, pray do me the Faveur to fetc 
my Scarf out of the Dining-Room. 
Edg. Yes, Madam 


Sir Cha. O! then there's Hope again. [ Jie 


Eck. Ha! She looks as if my Maſter had quarre!!'d with 
her; I hope ſhe's going away in a Huff 
Ray for her Scarf, I warrant her 


This is pure. 
[ A/ide. Exit ſmiling 
L. Gra. Pray, Sir Charles, - before I go, give me Lean 
now, after all, to aſk you why you have us 
me thus ? 


dir C What is it you call Uſage, Madam? 
L. Gre 


(he han; 
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L. Gra. Why then, fince you will have it, how comes 
it you have been ſo groſly careleſs and neglectful of me 
of late? Only tell me ſeriouſly wherein I have deſerv'd 
this. 

Sir Cha. Why then, ſeriouſly, Madam 

Re-enter Edging with a Scarf. 
We are interrupted 

' Edg. Here's your Ladyſhip's Scarf, Madam. 

L. Gra. Thank you, Mrs. Edging O law! pra 
will you let ſome Body get me a Chair to the Door. 

Eag. Humh ! She might have told me that before, if 
ſhe had been in ſuch halle to no [ Eats 

L. Gra. Now, Sir. 

Sir Cha. Then ſeriouſly, I fay, I am of hate grown ſo 
very lazy in my Pleaſures, that I had rather loſe a Woman, 
than go through the Plague and Trouble of having or 
keeping her; and to be free, I have found { much even 
in my Acquaintance with yow, hom I confeſs to be a 
Miſtreſs in the Art of pleating, that I am from hence- 
forth reſolv d to follow no Pleaſure that ariſes above the 
Degree of Amuſement and that Woman that expect: 
I ſhould make her my Buſineſs; why — like my Bukz 
nels, is then in a fair Way of being forgot: When once 
ſhe comes to reproach me with Vows, and Uſage, and 
Stuff — I had as lief hear her talk of Bills, Bonds, am. 
Ejetments ; her Paſſion becomes az troubleſome as a 
Law-ſuit, and I would as ſoon converſe with my Solici- 
tor —— In ſhort, I ſhall never care Six-pence for any Wo- 
man that won't be obedient. 

L. Gra. I'll ſwear, Sir, you have a very free way of 
treating People; I am glad I am ſo well acquainted with 
your Principles however ——C— an. vou'd have ms 
obedient ? 

Sir Cha. Why not? my Wife's ſo, aud I think ſhe has 
s much Pretence to be proud as your Lilyihip, 

L. Cra. Laid ! is there no Chair to be had, I wonder? 

Enter 
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Enter Edging. 
Eds. Here's a Chair, Madam. 


L. Gra. Tis very well, Mrs. Edging : Pray will ya : 


let tome Body get me a Glaſs of fair Water. 

Eaz. Humh! her Huff's almoſt over, I ſuppoſe, —[ 
ſee he's a Villain ſtill. [ Exit. 
IL. Gra. Well that was the prettieſt Fancy about Obedi- 
ence ſure that ever was ! Certainly a Woman of Condition 


muſt be infinitely happy under the Dominion of ſo gene 


rous a Lover! But how came you to forge kicking and 
whipping all this while? Methinks you ſhould not have 
left fo faſhionable an Article out of your Scheme of Go- 
vernment. 

Sir Cha. Um ! No there is too much Trouble in that, 
though I have known 'em of admirable Uſe in the Re. 
formation of ſome humourſome Gentlewomen. 

L. Gra. But one Thing more and I have done —— 
Pray what Degree of Spirit muſt the Lady have, that is to 
make her ſelf happy under ſo much Freedom, Order and 
Tranquillity. 

Sir Cha. O! ſhe muſt at leaſt have as much Spirit a 
your Ladyſhip, or ſhe'd give me no Pleaſure in breaking 
it. 

L. Gra. No; that would be troubleſome 
better take one that's broken to your Hand, 


You had 
there 


are ſuch Souls to be hir'd, I believe; Things that will rub 


your Temples in an Evening 'till you fall faſt aſleep in 
their Laps. Creatures too that think their Wages ther 
Reward ; I fancy, at laſt, that will be the beſt Method 
for the lazy Paſſion of a marry'd Man, that has outliv'd 
his any other Senſe of Gratihcation. 

Sir Cha. Look you, Madam, 


very well a great while ; now you wou'd have me love 
you better and |,nger, which is not in my Power to. 


co, and I don't think there's any Plague upon Earth like 


4 


I have lov'd you | 


LCS. ZL AL Fe 
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a Dun that comes for more Money than one's ever likely 


to be able to Pay- 
L. Gra. A Dun! do you take me for x Dun, Sir? do 


ome a Dunning to you ? Milk; in an Hot. 
0 
Sir Cha. H'it! don't expoie your icli here's Cam- 


* Gra. I care not A Dun! You ſhall ſee, Sir, I 
can revenge an Affront, tho' I deſpiſe the Wretch that 
offers it A Dun! Oh! I cou'd die with laughing at 
the Fancy. [Exit. 

Sir Cha. So! ſhe's in admirable Order H-re comes 
my Lord, and I'm afraid in the very Nick oi his Oc- 
caſion for her. 


Enter Lord Niorelove. 

L. Mo. O Charles! Undone again! all's lo. and rain'd. 

Sir CH. What's the matter nous? 

L. Ao. I have been playing the Fol vonder cven t5 
Contempt, my ſenſelel. J-ulrily has coutely'd a Melk 
neſs I never ſhall forgive my [elt———She has gu'ted on 
it to that Degrce too can't bear the: hong! 

O Charles [4 this Devil Hill 15 Aliiire's MN Iny Heart; and 
I could Caſh my Brains to think how gt 1501 have 
let her know it. 

Sir Cha. Ah! how it would tickle her if ſue fav you 
in this Condition: Hal. ha! ba! 

L. M;. Pr'ythee don't torture me: Think of ſome pre- 
ſent Eaſe, or l ſhall burik——- 

Sir Cha. Well, weil, let's hear, prav-——— wht is 
ſhe done to you? ha! ha! 

L. Mo. Why, ever fince I left von ſhe treated me with 
ſo much Coolneſs and ill Nature, and that thing of 4 Lord 
with ſo much laughing Eaſe, ſuch n. acquainted. ſuch a 
ſpite ful Familiarity, that at the laſt ſhe faw and triumph'd 
m my Uucaſineſs. 

Sir Cha. Well! and fo you left the Room ina Pet? ha! 

L. Mz. O worſe, worſe |till' for at laſt, with half 

C Shame 


Rt 
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Shame and Anger in my Looks. I thruſt my ſelf between 
my Lord and her, prels'd her by the Hand, and in 1 
Whiſper trembling begg'd her in Pity of her ſelf and me. 
to ſhew her good Humour only where ſhe knew it wy. 


truly valued ; at which ſhe broke from me with a coll 
Smile, ſat her down by the Peer, whiſper'd him, and 
burlt into a loud Laughter in my Face. 

Sir Cha. Ha! ha! then would I have given fifty Pound 
to have ſeen your Face: Why, what in the Name « 
Common Senſe, had you to do with Humility? Wil 
you never have enough on't? Death! 'twas ſetting ; 
lighted Match to Gunpowder to blow your {elf up. 

L- Mo. I ſee my Folly now, Charts but wh: 
ſhall I do with the Remains of Life that ſhe has left me? 

Sir Cha. O throw it at her Feet by all means, put o 
your Tragedy Face, catch faſt hold of her Petticoat, whip 
out your Handkerchief, and in point Blank Verſe, delin 


her one way or other, to make an End of the Buſineſs. , 


[in a whining Tot, 

L. Ms. What a Fool doſt thou make me? 

Sir Cha. I only ſhew you, as you come out of he: 
Hands, my Lord. 

L. Mo. How contemptibly have I behav'd my ſelf? 

Sir Cha, That's according as you bear her Behaviour 

L. Mz. Bear it! no: I thank thee, Charles tho 
haſt wak'd me now; and if I bear it What have ya 
done with my Lady Graveairs? 

Sir CH. Your Buſineſs, I believe=-She's ready for yo, 
ſhe's juſt gone down Stairs, and if you don't make halt 
after her, I expeft her back again with a Knife or a Pi 
ſto), preſently. 

L. Me. Vl go this Minute. 

Sir. Cha. No, ſtay a little, here comes my Lord: We! 
lee what we can get cut of him firſt. ; 


L. Me. Methinks I now could laugh at her, 


zu 
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Enter Lord Foppington. 

L. Fp. Nay, pr'ythee, Sir Charles, let's have a little 
of thee——We have been ſo Chagrin without thee, that, 
ſtop my Breath, the Ladies are gone half aſleep to Church 
for want of thy Company. 

Sir CS. That's hard indeed, while your Lordſhip was 
among em: Is Lady Betty gone too? 

L. Fop. She was juſt upon the Wing But T caught 
her by the Snuff- Box, and ſhe pretend: to itay to ſee |! 
Til give it her again, or no. 

L. Mo. Death ! 'tis that I gave her, and the only Pre- 
ſent ſhe ever would receive from me Alk him how 
he came by it? [Ale to $77 Charles. 

Sir Cha. Pr'ythe don't be uncaſy —— Did ſhe give 
it you, my Lord? 

L. Fp. Faith, Charles, I can't fay ſhe did, or ſhe did 
not, but we were playing the Fool, and I took it—a 44 
——Pſhaw ! I can't tell thee in French neither, but Horac? 
touches it to a Nicety "'twas Pignus direptum male 
pertinaci. 

L. Mo. So! but I muſt bear it — if your Lorſſiip has 
a Mind to the Box, I'll ſtand by you in the kceping of it. 

L. Fop. My Lord, I am paſſionately oblig'd to you, but 
I am afraid I cannot anſwer your hazarding fo nuuck of 
the Lady's Favour. 

L. Mo. Not at all, my Lord: Tis poſſible I may not 


have the ſame Regard to her Frown that your Leril:p 
has. 


L. Fp. That's a Bite, I am ſure he'd give a Joint 1 
his little Finger to be as well with her as I am. | . 
But here ſhe comes ! Charles ſtand by me—— Mall not a 
Man be a vain Coxcomb now, to think this Creature fol- 
lo, d one ? 

Sir Cha. Nothing ſo plain, my Lord. 

L. Fy. Flattering Devil! 


C 2 Enter 
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Enter Lady Betty. 

L. Let. Pſhaw! my Lord Fppingtan. Pr'ythee a. 
pla iv the Fool now, but give me my Snuft-Box————t 
Carus, help me to take it from him. | 

Sir Cha. You know I hate Trouble, Nadam. 

L. Det. Pooh! You! make nie flay till Prayers ar 
halt over now. 

L. F. If you'll promiſe me not to go to Church, L. 
give It VO 

L. Ber. Il promiſe nothing at all, for poſitively I'w! 


have 1t. [Strazgling with hin 
. Fp. Then comparatively T w on 't part With it, ha. 
ha! [Ntraegles with bir. 


I. Bet. O you Devil! you have kid my Arm! Oh 
Wel! — if you! let me have it, Fil give you. a better. 

I. Mz. O Carle ! that has a view of diſtant Kind- 
ne in it. [rade to Sir Cha. 

I. Fag. Nay now l keep it ſuperlatively I fn 
pa 3 a ſecret Value in it. 

I. Bet. Oditmal! upon my Word, I am only ahani' 
to give it you; Do you think 1 wou'd offer ſu-h an e. 
dious-fanſy'd Thing to any Ded I had the lealt Value 
for? 

Sir Cha. Now it comes a little nearer, methinks h 
dos, not ſcem to be any KigQnwi; at all. 

[Aide ts L. No 

I. Fp. Why, really, Madam, upon ſecond View, i: 
has rot extremely the Mode of a Lady's Utenſil; a 
You {ure it never held any thing but Snuff? 

L. Bet. O! yok Xlonſter! 

I. Fi. Nay, I only atk, becauſe it ſeems to me to hart 
very much the Air and Fancy of Moniicur Sz:9akandjis 
'Folxzcco-box. 

I. 379. | can bear no more. 

Sir Che. Wu don't then; Vil ſtep into the Company 
and return to your Relief immediucly. [Exit 

L. AI. 


ſk1 
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L. Mo. [T. JL. Bet] Come, Madam, will your Tady- 
ſkip give me lee to end the Difference Since 
the Slightneſs of the Thing may let you beſtow it 
without an, Nlark of Favour, ſhall I beg it of vour 
Ladvſhip? 

L. Fy. O my Lord, no Bad ſooner 
give it my Lord. 

[Locking earnqiiy on L. Fop. who ting gives it 60 

L. lo. and then bows gravely to her. 

L. M.. Only to have the Honour of reſtoring it to your 
Lordikip 3 anc; it there be ary other Trifle of mine, vour 
Lordſhip has a Fancy to, tho" it were a Miltrels, I don't 
know any Perſon iu the World that has lo od a Claim 
to my Reſignation. ; 

L. Fp. O wy Lord, this Generoſity will diſtract me. 

L. Mo. My Lord, Ido you but common ſuttice t 
from your Converſation, 1 had never known the true Wa- 
lue of ine Sex; You poſitively underitind 'em tt. | 
any Man breathing, therefore I think every orc of cwin- 
mon Prudence ought to reſigu to you. 

I F.þ. Then P „litiv ely OL ir Wed TRIO 8 the n ot A 
ging Peron in the World, for Fm ſure your judgment 
can never like any Woman that i; not the fine Cri” 


I beg you 


in tle Univerte. [ Baezins i» LP 
L. 0/4. O] Your Lordilip does me too much For, 
I have the worlt judgment in the W.. 1d, u Mar his 


been more deceiv'd in it. 

L. Fop. Then your L»yidhip I prefume, las beer 
to choole in a Mack. or by Cand le. lit It. 

L. Mo. In a Mafl: i decd, my Lord, and of an NM. £5 
th? moſt dangerous. | 

L. Fp. Pay what's that, mw Lora: 

L. Ab. A bare Fac: g 

. Fu> Your I. ardihip vil Parl. ume, t I «51; 


really comprehend how a MWonian's bare Face can il! 
her Face. 


C3 EX 
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L. Ae. It often hides her Heart, my Lord, and there. 
fare I think it ſometimes a more dangerous Maſk than a 
Piece of Velvet : That's rather a Mark than a Diiguiſe of 
an ill Woman: But the Miſchicfs fkulking behind a Beau- 
teous Form, give no Warning; they are always Sure, 
Fatal, and Innumerable. | 

L. Bet. O barbarous Aſperſion! my Lord Fpingten 
have you nothing to fay for the poor Women? 

L. Fop. I muſt confeſs, Madam, nothing of this Na- 
ture ever hapren'd in my Courſe of Amours: I always 
judge the Beauteous Form of a Woman to be the moſt 
azreeable Part of her Compoſition, and when once a Lady 
does me the Honour to toſs that into my Arms, I think 
niy (elf obliged in good Nature, not to quarrel about the 
reit of her Equipage. 

L. Bet. Why ay, my Lord, there's ſome good Humour 
in that now. 

L. Mo. He's happy in a plain Exglich Stomach, Ma- 
dam. I could recommend a Diſh that's perfectly to your 
Lordſhip's Guſt, where Beauty is the only Sauce to it. 

L. Bet. So! 

L. Fip. My Lord, when my Wine's right, I never care 
it ſhould be Zeſted. 

L. Ma. I know ſome Ladies would thank you for that 
Opinion. 

L. Bet. My Lord Mprelates really grown ſuch a Chur 
to the Women, I don't only think he is not, but can't 
conceive how he ever could be in Love. 

L. Me. Upon my Word, Madam, I once thought I 
Was. [ Smiling. 

L. Bet. Fy! fy! how could you think ſo? I fanſy now 
you had only a mind to domineer over ſome poor Crea- 
ture, and ſo you thought you were in Love, ha! ha! 

L. Mo. The Lady I lov'd, Madam, grew ſo unfortu- 


nate in her Conduct, that ſhe at laſt brought me to treat 
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her with the ſame Indifference and Civility as I now pay 
your Ladyſſiip. 

L. Bet. And ten to one, juſt at that time ſhe never 
thought you ſuch tolerable Company. 

L. Ao. Thai I can't fav, Madam, for at that time ſhe 
grew fo affected, there was no judging of her Thoughts 
at all. [ Mimicking her. 

L. Bet. What, and ſo you left the poor Lady ? you 
inconſtant Creature ! 

L. Mz. No. Madain, to have lov'd ker on had been 
Inconſtancy ; tor ſhe was never two Hours together the 
ſame Woman. L. Bet. and L. Mo. Ye ts tall 
L. Fp. [Hat]! Ha! ha! ha! I fee he has a Mind to 
abuſe her ; ; fo Fl ev'n give him an Opportunity of dowg 
his Buſineis with her at once for cver My Lord, 1 
perceive your Loriitips going to be good Company to 
the Lady, and for her fake I don't think it good Manners 
in me to diſturb you 

Enter Sir Charles. 

Sir Cha. My Lord Foppington ! 

L. F. O Charles! I was juſt wanting thee—— Hark 
thee I have three thouſand Secrets for thee —T have 
made ſuch Diſcoveries ! to tell thee all in one Word 
Morelave's as jcalous of me as the Devil; heh ! heh! heh! 

Sir Cha. Ist poſſible? has ſhe given him any Occa- 
ſion? 

L. Fp. Only rally'd him to Death upon my Account; 
the told me within, juſt now, ſhe'd uſe him like a Dog, 
and begg'd me to draw off for an Opportunity. 

Sir Cha. O! keep in while the Scent lies, and ſhe's 
your own, my Lord. 

L Fp. I can't tell that, Char/es, but I'm ſure ſhe's 
fairly unharbour'd; and when once I throw of my In. 
clinations, I uſuall, fol eiu till the Game has enough 
on't; and between theo and 1 he's pretty well blown 
too, ſhe can't Nay.) long, I belteve, for, Cur catch me, 

it 4 P 
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r I have nut rid down half a Thouſand Pour after her 
alreney. 

Sir Ca. Nhat do voa mean? | 

L. Fg. Ihe loſt Fe hui to her at Picquet fince 
Dinner. 

Sir C. 2. You arc a fortunate Nan, fich; vou are re. 
led nat to be thrown Gut. 1. 

L. Fp. Huang it? Wint ſhould a Man come out for, if 
he dues not keep up to the Sport? 

Sir CG. Well paſu'd, my Lord. 

L. Fp. Tayo ! Have at her- 

Sir Cg. Down! down, my Lord — ah —'wate 
anch. s. 

L. Fp. Ah ! Char/es. [ Embracing bin.] Pr'y hee let's 
obſerve a little, there's a fooliſh Cur, now I have run 
her to a Stand, has a Mind to be at her by himſel!, and 
thou ſhalt ſee ſhe won't ſtir out of her way for him. 

[ Thry tan. a d. 

L. Mo. Ha! ha! Your Lady ſhip's very grave of a ſud- 
den, you look as if vous Lover had infelently recover'd 
h,;s common Senſes. 


L. But, And vour Lordſhip is fo very gay, and unlike 


* ; * * o 
ur ic, one wo. ſwerr vou were tit come from the 
* y : - nl . , . — 3 * ; P I, . 4 4 * 
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Malin, 1 las jult found out, that upon your Account 
I have mule my {of one of the mot rrdicnlous Pappies 


I T2” ' «**#;% * 
udon the! ue © Far th [ have upon my 
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you are plea: not a 1] FO 4 tall ther F * 
know, I fav, that 1 mdcr all this, vou ik fore ms 
with the ſame h<!ple!s Pafion 3. ind can your vill ite 
fizht Imagine E won't ule von. accorcingty, fur theft es 
traordinary Airs you arc pic wu to give your ic: 2 
L. Ah. O by all means, Riaclam, %s ft vu Dion! ts 
and I expect it, whenever it i in Dur Power . 
ſuli om! HF 
L. Bet. My Lord, Fu have tzhed to me this hilt 
Hour, without confefting Pain. C. arti L 


7 
x 


Gafe.] only remen:ber 1t. 

I.. Mz; Heli and Torture 

L. Bet. What did you fay, my Lord ? 

L. Mz. Fire ana Furie 

L. Bet. Ha! ha! he's diforder'— Nv Lanta r 
My Lord Fuppingteu. have you a Mind to your Rever ce 
at Picquet ? 

L. Fop. I have alwars a Nin to an Opportunity 9. 
entertaining vour Lady lip Adam 

[ L. bet gurt. nit L. For. 

L. Mo. O Char/-s The I; Clo :e of th:is Wora 
might furniſh out a thouſand Devils. 

Sir CHa. And your Temper is enough to | 
thouland ſuc l eee e E avi IE hire Bu. 
reſs for you upon the Terraee 

L. Mz. Let me but tpeak one “ird to he 

Sir CH. Not a Sullihle the Tor.zutc's 2 Mere 
you'll alway: have the wort at: For 1 tce dae have ho 


* 


Guard, and me cirries a Devil: Edge. 


L. Bet. Nr Lord, don't let an- thing re fat ltrizlieen 
Jou away; for if you have telt [notion to fl. 
and rail, you. know the ald Condttiane; tis Tit our 
aſcing me Pardon next Day, an! ven mie vive „eur 
Paſſion any Liverty you think fit. | i | 

L. 2/70. 8 and Leith! 


Sir Cha. Are you XI: 
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I. Mo. Let me ſpeak to her now, or I ſhall burſt 

Sir Cha. Upon Condition you'll ſpeak no more of her 
to me, my Lord, do as you pleaſe. 

L. AV. Pr'ythee pardon me I know not what to do. 

Sir Cha. Come along 


you Nay, nay, none of your parting Ogles 
Will you go ? 
L. A. Yes——and I hope for ever. 


[Ex. Sir Cha. pulling away L. Mo 


L. Fp. Ha! ha! ha! Did ever mortal Monſter ſet up 
fer a Lover with ſuch unfortunate Qualikcations ? 

L. Bet. Indeed, my Lord Aforclave has ſomething 
ſtrangely fingulir in his Manner. 

L. Fop. I thought I ſheuld have burſt to ſee the Crea. 
ture pretend to Rally, and give himſelf the Airs of one of 
Us But, run me through, Madam, your Ladyſhip 
puſh'd like a Fencing- Maſter, that laſt Thruſt was a Coup 


d Grace, | believe — I'm afraid his Honour will hardly 
meet your Ladyihip in haſte again. 


L. Bet. Not unleſs his Second, Sir Charles, keeps him | 


bet:er in Practice, perhaps Well the Humour of this 
Creature has done me itgnal Service to Day, I mult keep 
it up for fear of a ſecond Engagement. [ 4/iae. 
L. Fp. Never was poor Wit ſo foil'd at his own Wen- 
pon ſure. 
L Pet. Wit? Tad he ever any Pretence to it? 


L. Fop. Ha! ba! he has not much in Love, I think, 


though he wears the Reputation of a very pretty young 
Fellow, among fome fort of People; but, ſtrike me ſtupid, 
if ever I could diicover common Senſe in all the Progrels 
of his Amours: Hz: expetts a Woman f[.ould: like him for 


endeavouring to conviix.e her, that ſhe has not one good | 
Quaity belonging to the Whole Compoſition of her Soul 


and Body. 


L. Ber. That, I ſuppoſe, is only in a modeſt Hope, | 
that ſhe'l] mend her Faults, to qualify her ſelf for his valt | 
Merit, ha! ha! L. Fp. 


I'll ſet you to work I warrant | 
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L. Fop. Poor A:relove, I tee the can't endure him. 
F/T? 

L. Bet. Or it one really had all thoſe Faults, he does 
not conſider, that Sincerity in Love 1s as much out of 
Faſhion as ſweet Snuff; no Body takes it now, 

L. Fop. O! no Mortal, Madam, unleſs it be here and 
there a Squire, that's making his lawful Court to the 
Cherry-cheek Charms of my Lord Biſhop's great fat 
Davghter in the Country. 

L. Bet. O what a ſurfeiting Couple has he put toge. 
ther— [Throwing her Hand carcleſiy upon bis, 

L. Fy9p. Fond of me, by all that's tender Poor Fool, 
Nl give thee Eaſe immediately. [ Af de.] But, Madam, 
you were pleas'd juſt now to offer me my Revenge at 
Picquet Now here's no Body within, and I think we 
can't make uſe of a better Opportunity. 

L. Bet. O] no: Not now, my Lord! 
vour I would fain beg of you firlt. 

L. Fop. But Time, Madam, is very precious in this 
Place, and I ſhall not eaſily forgive my ſelt it I don't take 
him by the Forelock. 

L. Bet. But I have a great mind to have a little more 
Sport with my Lord Msre/ove firſt, and would tain beg 
your Aſliſtance. 

L. Fp. O!] with all my Heart; and, upon ſecond 
Thoughts, I don't know but piquing a Rival in publick 
may be as good Sport, as being well with a Miſtreſs in 
private: For, after all, the Pleaſure of a ſme Woman ig 
like that of her own Virtue, not ſo much in the thing, 
as the Reputation of having it. [Afde. ]—— Well, Ma: 
dam, but how can I ſerve you in this Affair? 

L. Bet. Why, methought, as my Lord Morelage wont 
out, he ſhew'd a ſtern Reſentment in his Look, that ſeem'd 
to threaten me with Rebellion, and downright Deſiange 
Now I have a great Fancy, that you and I ſhows follow 

C 6 1 


I have a Fa- 
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* 


hin to the Terrace, and laugi at his Reſolution before 
1 1 put it in Pract; E. 


iie J 
I. FY Anl lo punith his Fault be ore he commits it! 


L.. Nar, we won't give him time, it his Courage 
ou!!! fats TY. ct ent it. 
py + U % 
L Fp. Hi! ha! ha! let me Pod, ii 1 don't long to 


'ta be fuc't Pirerſton to ee him bite 
; | as fl of y» yo teri alas v6 / | - . -e*2,*47 © 
N 8% A bre uhu n hin, only u IT ein us ready do 
4 4 # ” - ' « , * 7 8 . - 
li it eur Sces in laughing at nothing, ha! ha! 

4 4 1 Y % 4 14 „5 © i, 4%» he * — _ ! » »#% n 4. * 

14 Tv P. I ha! 18 — 09 {5 Creature Ls es really 1180 Me, 

"9 An „ then; we tam, to heat him hum a hohen 

= — \ 1 , = * 0 

Piece 1 £4 une, 111 2 dat! N 01 rin 10 minding us 


Je io toy ith „hen we know he loves u, io Death 


'} * : * 

el Fe e bois ; ha . 
7 3 1 1 , : 
Lit Aud if at lait his fage Louth fhcu'd open in 


fury Comriiiition of our Humour, then will we, in 
rure oppoition to his, imme iatel fall Hul upon c- 
14% ig not Gallaut, and Fal mat le; Con- 
be the Mark of Area Us linete, Vütue 3 
Jeſt, we'll rally Ducretion out of Doors, I Gravity at 
cur Feet, and only Love, nee Love, Di.urder, Liberty 
and Plcaiure. Le Car ſlandin Principles. 


very tiung t 


Al 


OTF | 
Nanc . 411 


L. Fp. Nizcam, you tr.. port mc: For it ever | was 
obliged to Nature tor a: Ly Gus tolcrable Quialineation *twas 
poſitively the Talent of being cxuberantiy pieulint upon 
this Subject. am imp tient - -n Farcy' 


- 
7 


upon the Wing alr cad  ——-W. 27, 5 iin 
L. Bet. No, no; ſtay tu I am juli : du 
ing together won't be to rrope.. 
L. Fp. As: your I. Iyſhip Flac, ladumn — But 
when this Affair i; over, you Won t torget ttt I Lare a 
certain Revenge dus. 


" ; . cr, . 
„ OUT 29 


L. Bet. 


1 


ore 


the laſt Exiltence of niv Sul 
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I. Bet. Ay! ay! after Supper I am for „ou Vary, 
Hu ſhan't Hir 4 Step, my Los 6 


[See ing ber to the Dar. 
L. Fp. Only to tell vou, you have fix'd me yours to 
Ps eternal Etitity —— 
I. Bet. O, yur Serrant. [Exit 
I.. Fp. Ha! hi! ſat mad for me, by al! that's hand: 


4 X * : 7 , * 8 So , 3 * 1 5 . 
Gre? Poor AH. LAT AFC v.23 has ever been 
? 11 1 4 4 ** *% , a 8 

8 . * $3 4 * 114 97 4 4 * 
. x lus eu. Rinke & Vo Nat G7 ne nd l [ 6% SC 
' * * 1 * * 
I o * s » » 4 0 * , Lg 
en as e Collieuerites Co lone, by a regular Siege 


Xe; 
when o many vi the Lr Suc . ii ht hive fl. en 
him the ſureit Way i.: » wiitlhcr the GMernor = How 
can A Cox comb 11 & h:mielt the Vat vue ol I mbarding 
a Wom ent" Caccrianding, when he may with f- much 
Life make 2 Friend of her — il fee if I 
ein ſhew him a little Fa Play 1 Lady Beet 

let me lee 
ved her ino Pic 448 et at her Owen 1 — 18 mind 


* 


\ ; | 
Ay, Lil mate an end of it the eld way 
79 


one Tittle of my P! y, Five her CN ely Same betore ſhe's 
] Il, \ — 3 * * 1 * 1477 le 10 ' en F y IT 

Lat up, that fne may judge the Strength of my Inclina- 
„ 0 * 1 9 +> Wi . * 1 " 3 . 4 

on D my halte 01 Lofts 155 IS) her P rice; then of 4 {nd- 
Wn, with a lamillar L.ccr Cry - Rot Piquet I\Weep 
Counters, Cards and Mone, all upon the 1 loor; & nc 


L' Ap aire 1 ta Tc. [Exit 


FF * 
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ACTI Iv. SCENE: I 


SCENE, the Caſile Terraſs. 


Enter Lady Betty, and Lady Eaſy. 


L. Ea. Y Dear, you really talk to me as if I were 

your Lover, and not your Friend ; or elſe 

J am ſo dull, that by all you've faid I can't make the leaſt 

Gueſs at your real Thoughts 
a Moment ? 

L. Bet. Not caſily : But I would do more to oblige 


vu. 


L. Ea. Then pray deal ingenuouſly, and tell me 
without Reſerve, are * ſu.e you don't love my Lord 


Morelove? 

L. Bet. Then ſeriouſly I think not But be- 
cauſe I won't be poſitive, you ſhall judge by the wort cf 
my Symptoms Firſt, I own I like his Converſation, 
his Perſon has neither Fault, nor Beauty well e- 


nough I don't remember I ever ſecretly wilh'd uy 
{elf married to him, or that I ever finds reiolv'd 
againſt it. 


L. Ea. Well, ſo far you are tolerably (at 7 Bot 
come as to his Manner of addretting to you, what 
Effect has that had ? 

L. Bet. I am not a little pleagd to obſerve few Mea 
fullow a Woman with the fame Fatigue and Spirit, that 
he docs me am more ple:s'd when he lets me uſe 
him ill ; and if ever I have a favourable Thought of him, 
"tis when I ſee he can't bear that Uſage. 


L. Es. 


Can you be ſerious ſor 


LM — 
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L. Eg. Have a Care, that laſt is a dangerous Symptom 
—— He pleaſes your Pride, I find. 

L. Bet. Oh! perfectly: In that — I own no Mortal 
ever can come up to him. 

L. Ea. But now, my Dear ! now comes the main 
Point — Jealouſy ! are you ſure you have never been 
touch'd with it? Tell me that with a ſafe Conſcience, and 
then I pronounce you clear. 

L. Bet. Nay, then I defy him; for poſitively I was 
never jealous in my Life. | 

L. Ea. How, Madam! have you never been ſtir'd e- 
nough, to think a Woman ſtrangely forward for being a 
little familiar in Talk with him? Or are you ſure his Gal- 
lantry to another never gave you the leaſt Diſorder? Were 
you never, upon no Accident, in an Apprehenſion of lo- 
ſing him? 

L. Bet. Hah! Why, Madam — Bleſs me ! -]Y - 
why ſure you don't call this Jealouſy, my Dear? 

L. Ea. Nay, nay, that is not the Buſineſs 
you ever felt any Thing of this Nature, Madam? 

L. Bet. Lord! don't be fo haſty, my Dear —— any 
Thing of this Nature O Lud! I ſwear I don't like 
it: Dear Creature, bring me off here; for I ain half 
trighted out of my Wits. | 

L. Ea. Nay, if you can't rally upon't, your Wounds is 


Have 


not over deep, I'm afraid. 


L. Bet. Well, that's comfortably ſaid, however. 


L. Ez. But come, to the Point 
been jealous ? 


how far have you 


L. Bet. Why — O bleſs me! He gave the Nufick one 
Night to my Lady Langai/> here upon the Terrats; and 
(tho' ſhe and I were very good Friends) I remember ! 
cou d not ſpeak to her in a Week fort — Oh 

L. Ea. Nay, now you may laugh if you can ; for, take 
my Word the Marks are upon you But come — what 


elſe? 


L. B:t. 


I 
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I.. Bt. O nothing clic, upon my Mord, my Dear! 

I.. Ea. Well, one Word more, ard then 1 Zire Son. 
tence: Suppꝰſe you were heartily convinc'd, that he actu- 
ally icllou'd another Woman? 

I. Pit. But, prav, mu] Dear, what cccaſion is there to 
ſuppoſe any ſuch Thing ot al? | 

I.. Ez. Guiity, upon miu Honour 

I. Bet Pſhuv! I defv him to fay, that ever 1 own'd 
any Tachnation fer him. 

L. Ea. No, but you have given ln terril le Leave to 
gueſs it. 

I. Bet. If ever you ſee us mect again. vghu'll have bus 
little Reaſon to think fo, I cin aste Vu. 

IL. EA. That I fill fee pretent!y.; for here comes Sir 
Charles, and I am ſure my Lori 6217 be far off, 

Enter Sir Charlc:. 

Sir Cya. Servant Lad, F. my Dear, how do 
you do ? | 

L. Ea. At your Scrvice, my Dear But pray 
whit have you done wit!; 1 J. ord Mrre 57, ? 

L. Bet. Ay, Sir Carles, pia; how docs your Pupil do? 
Have vou any Hope of him: Il, he dociole ? 

Sir Cha. Well, ANadam, to cr:21icils vaur T:irmph over 
me, as well as him, I owa my Ropes of him arc loft. I 
olter'd what I cou'd to his Irfution, but h& incorri- 
gibly yours, and undone — and tle News, I preſume, 
does not di. pleaſe your La. FR. 

L. Bet. Ty, 't v. Sir Cares, you ditparage vour Friend, 
I am atlr id vou don't tüte Pains with him. 

Sir Cha. Hal Ife, Lady Bein, your 205d Nature 
won't le: you ſÞ'ep a Niguts: Don't you leve dearly to 
hurt People? 

L. Pct. O!] your Scrvant; then without a Jeit, the 
Man is fo naſortunate in hi: want of P.ticnce, that let 
me die, if I don't uftea j ity him, 


Sie Og, 


U 


ea ly 
C 


con 
Pos 


and 


— 
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Sir Cha, Ha! Strange Goodnels=O that I were your 
Lover for a Month or two. 
L. Bit. What then” 
&- Ca. I wou'd mike that pretty Heart's Elogd of 
yours ake in a Fortniglit. 


L. Bit. Hugh | ſhould hate vou, your Aturance 
wou'd make vour Addreis intolerable 

Sir Cha. I believe it wou'd, tur I'd never Adirels to 
you at all. 

L. Bet. O! you Clown you! 

[Hitting Hin with ber Fun. 

Sir Cha. Why, what to do? to feed 2 diicas'd Pride, 
that's eternally breaking out in the AﬀeNation of an ill 
Nature that in my Conſcience I believe is but At- 
ſectation. 

L. Bet. You, nor vour Friend hare no great Reaſon 
to complain of my Fondneſs, I believe. Ha! ha! ha! 

Sir Cha. [ Licking earn:tly on her] Thou inſolent Crca- 
ture! How can you make a Jeſt of a Man, whole whole 
Life's but one continu'd Torment from your want of com- 
mon Gratitude ? 

L. Bet. Torment! for my Part, I really believe him as 
eaſy as you are, 

Sir Cha. Poor intolerable Affectat ion! You know the 
contrary, you know him bla ly vours, YOu know vour 
Power, and the 9 88 Pleaſure of yuur Lites the por 
and low Abuſe of 

L. Bet. Pray * do I abuſe it 
Power. 


If I have any 


Sir C52. You drive him to Extremes that mae him 
mad, then puniſh him for acting aginit his Reaſon : 
You've almolt turn'd his Brain, hi: Conn Ju Ig ment 
fails him; he's now, at this very Moment, driven by 
bis Deſpair upon a Profet, in hopes to free: him from 
your Power, that 1 {un ile, and ſo mutt any one 
be Ut has his Serie, of courſe mull ruin him wit! I vou, 


tor 


— - a6 "Os 
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for ever; I almoſt bluſh to think of it, yet your unra- 
{onable Diſdain has forc'd him to it; and ſhould he now 
ſuſpett I offer'd but a Hint of it to you, and in Con- 
tempt of his Deſign, I know he'd call my Life to anſwer 
it: But I have no regard to Men in Madneſs, I rather 


chooſe for once to truit in your good Nature, in hopes 


the Man, whom your unwary Beauty had made Mi- 
lerable, your Generolity wou'd ſcorn to make Ridicu- 
lous. 

L. Bet. Sir Charles, you charge me very home, I ne. 
ver had it in my Inclination to make any thing ridiculw 
that did not deſerve it. Pray, what is this Buſineſs you 
think fo extravagant in him ? 

Sir Cha. Something ſo abſurdly raſh and bold, you'l 
hardly forgive ev'n me that tell it you. 

L. Bet. Ofy! If it be a Fault, Sir Charles, I ſtall 
conſider it as His, not Yours. Pray what is it? 

L. Ea. I long to know, methinks. 


Sir Cha. You may be ſure he did not want my Dif 


ſuaſions from it. 

L. Bet. Let's hear it? 

Sir Cha. Why this Man, whom I have known to love 
you with ſuch Exceſs of generous Delire, whom I hive 
heard in his ecſtatick Prai ez on your Beauty talk, tillf:om 
the ſoft Heat of his diſtilling Thoughts the Tears hae 
fall'n 

L. Bet. O! Sir Charles 

Sir Cha. Nay, grudge not, ſince 'tis paſt, to hear what 
was (tho you contemn'd it) once his Merit: But now! 
own that Merit ought to be forgotten. 

L. Bet. Pray, Sir, be plain 

Sir Cha. This Man, I ſay, whoſe unhappy Paton has 
ſo ill ſucceeded with you, at laſt hos fortcited all his 
Hopes (into which, pardon me, I conſcls my F riendſhip 
had lately flatter d him) his Hopes of even deſerving nov 
your loweſt Pity or Regard. 


L. Bet. 


[B/uſaing. 
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L. B-t. You amaze me — For I can't ſuppoſe his nt- 
moſt Malice dares aſſault my Reputation — and what 
Sir CY. No, but he maliciouſly preſumes the World 
will do it for him; and indeed he has taken no unlikely 
Means to make em buſy with their Tongues : For he is 


| this Moment upon the open Terraſs, in the higheſt Pub- 


liek Gallantry with my Lady Grawmeairs. And to con- 
vince the World and me, he ſaid, he was not that tame 
Lover we fancied him, he'd venture to give her the Mu- 
ſick to-night : Nay, I heard him, before my Face, {peak 
to one of the Hautboys to engage the reſt, and deſired 
they would all take their Directions only from my Lady 
Graveatrs. 

L. Bet. My Lady Graveairs ! truly I think my Lords 
yery much in the right on't for my Part, Sir CHa, 
I don't ſee any Thing in this that's ſo very ridiculous, nor 
indeed that ought to make me think either the better or 
worſe of hin for't. 

Sir Cha. Pſhaw! Pſhaw! Madam, you and I know 'tis 
not in his Power to renounce you; this is but the poor 
Diſguiſe of a reſenting Paſſion vainly ruffled to a Storm, 
which the leaſt gentle Look from you can reconcile at 
Will, and laugh into a Calm again. 

L. Bet. Indeed, Sir Char/es, I ſhan't give my ſelf that 


Trouble, I believe. 


Sir Cha. So I told him, Madam; Are not all your 
Complaints, ſaid I, already owing to her Pride, and can 
you ſuppoſe this publick Defiance of it (which you know 
you can't make good too) won't incenſe her more againſt 
jou? —— That's what I'd have, faid he, ſtarting wildly, 
[ care not what becomes of me, ſo I but live to ſee her 
piqued at it. 

L. Bet. Upon my Word, I fancy my Lord will ſind 
himſelf miſtaken — I ſhan't be piqued I believe — I 
muſt firſt have a Value for the Thing I loſe, before it 
Pques me: Piqued ! ha! ha! ha! [ Diſorger'd. 

Sir Cha. 
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Sir Ca. Madam, you've ſaid the very Thing T urg'] 
to nt I know her Temper ſo well, laid J, that tho 
ſhe dated on you, if you once ſtood out againſt her, 
ſhe'd ſooner burit thin ſhew the leaſt Motion of Unex 
line's. 

L. Bet. I can aſſure you, Sir CHarlis, my Lord won't 
find himſelt deceiv'd in vour Opinion Piqucd! 

Sir Ce. She 5 Bas it. 22 

IL. Za. Alas poor Woman! how little do cur Patlions 
make us ? 

L. Bet. Not bat T wou'd adi iſe bim to have a little Re. 
gard to my Reputation in this Buſineis: I v-ou'd have 
him take hecd of publickly afitonting me. 

Sir CH. Right, Madam, that's what I ricky warn 
him of; for ainong Friends, whenever the World fees 
him follow another Woman, the malici-us Tea table; 
will be very &pt to be free with your Ladyſhip. 

L. Bet. I'd have him conkder that, methinks. 

Sir Cha. But alais! Madam, *tis not in his Power to 
think with Reaſon, his mad Reſentment has deſtroy d 


ev'n his Principles oO: common Honelty : He confiders no 


thing but a fer. proud Revenge, which in his Fit d 
Lu :acy "tis impollible that either Thicats or Danger can 
diſſuade bim from. 

L. S.,, Whit daes 4 del me, threten me! then he 
ſnall ter, that I ave Paſhons too, and know, as well 4 
he, to ftir my Heart ag nd any Pride tliat dares miuit me. 
Does he ſurroſe I fear him? Fear the little Malice ct a 
flighted Put n, that my cen dan luis flung into a de. 
ſpi ed Rrientment! Fer him! O! i. rovobes me 10 
thun he dare have sui a 7 one 

L. Ez. Dear Creature, don't alt rder your (elf ſo. 

L. Bet. Ist me but live ta tee him once more within 
me Power, and Il trio the reſt of Fortune. 

n {ing ij? 


— 
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L. Ea. Well! certainly I am very ill-natur'd; for the 
I ſex this News has diſturb'd my Friend, I can't help be- 
ing pleas'd with a Hopes of my Lady Crrareairs being 
otherwiſe difpos d of. { d/:4e.) Ny Dear, I am atraid you 
have provok' d her a litt“ too far. 

Sir Cha. On! not at al! — You ſhall ſee = I'll ſweeten 
her, and ſhe'l: cool like a Diſh of Tea. 

L. Bet. 1 may tee him with his complaining Face a. 
gain 

dir Cha. I am forry, Madam, you ſo wrorgly judge 
of what I've told vou; I was in Hopes to have ltirr'd 
Your Pity, not your Anger; | little thought your Gene- 
rolity wou'd punith him for Fauits, which vou Y Cur 
ſelf rcfolv'd i. ould commu: Yonder he comes 


and all the K with him: Might I advite vou, la- 


dam, you il:o1 rctent the Thi g at Il wou'd 
not ſo much a „ ſee him in his Fault; ney, I'd 


be the laſt that herd of it: Noting cen ſting him 
more, or ſo ju, Hanith his Folly, as vour atter Neglect 
of it. 

L. Ez. Core, dear Creature, oc perſuaded, and go 
home with mc, indeed it Win ſhew more indiference to 
avoid him. 

L. Bet. No, neg 25 Ii ontge h., Vanity for once, 


and ſtay to let hin: ſee how ftran-oly he has fi-jued me. 
Sir C1 ha. 14701 ( not at to Fenn hs 4 2 had as 
good part with a little of that Pride of yours, or I hall 
vet make it a very kr leck. 2 ( unt mM to von. 
| CCR 57 uh Y «rd ui fers Lerd Mortlove 


Ent Lora * ( PP*! Reim -> 1477 66/61, Lord \ lore! \C, 
Lacy Grevenirs, wat gr Eadics. 
L. Fp. Laliæs, ver Serva ()! we have wint- 
ed vou 8 Reparation — ich . 
L. Bet. Weil! my Lord! have you fren my Lord 
Mr. los 4 ? 


L. Hp. 
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L. Fp. Seen him! —— ha! ha! ha! — O, I har 
ſuch Things to tell you, Madam —— you'll die—— 

L. Bet. O pray let's hear 'em, I was never in a betr 
Humour to receive them. 

L. Fop. Hark you. [They tobiſy 

L. Mz. So, ſhe's engag'd already. [To Sir Chatla 

Sir Cha. So much the better; make but a juſt Adu 
tage of my Succeſs, and ſhe's undone, 

L. Fop. | 

L. A > Hal ha! ha! 

Sir Cha. You fee already what ridiculous Pains ſhe's 
king to {tr your Jealouſy, and cover her own, 

L. A. $ Ha! hal ha! 

L. Mo. O never fear me; for, upon my Word, it non 
appears ridiculous even to me. 

Sir Cha. And hark you Whiſpers L. Mon 

L. Bet. And fo the Widow was as full of Airs as tt 
Lordſhip ? 

Sir Che. Only obſerve that, and tis impoſſible you c 


fall. 22 
L. Mz. Dear Charles, you have convinc'd me, and! 
thank you. 


L. Gra. My Lord More/zye! What, do you leave u! 

L. AL. Ten thouſand Pardons, Madam, I was bt 
Juſt 

L. Gra. Nay, nay, no Excuſes, my Lord, ſo you wi 
but let us have you again. 

Sir Cha. [ Aſide to L. Gra] I fee you have good Ht 
mour, Madam, when you like your Company. 

I. Gra. And you 1 ſee, for all your mighty Thirſt s 
Dominion, cou'd ſtoop to be obedient, if one thoughts 
worth one's while to make you ſo. 

Sir Cha, Ha! Power wonld make her an admirab: 
Tyrant. 2 


L. E 


ADD 
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L. Za. [Obſerving Sir Charles and L. Graveairs.] 80 
there's another Couple have quarrel'd too, I find 
Thoſe Airs to my Lord Morelove, look as if deſign'd to 
recover Sir Charles into Jealouſy : Pll endeavour to join 
the Company, and it may be, that will let me into the 
Secret. [ Ai de.] My Lord Foppington, I vow this is very 
uncomplaiſant, to engroſs ſo agreeable a Part of the Com. 

y to your ſelf. 

Sir Cha. Nay, my Lord, this is not fair indeed to en- 
ter into Secrets among Friends! —— Ladies, what ſay 
you! I think we ought to declare againſt it. 

Ladies. O! no Secrets, no Scerets. 

L. Bet. Well, Ladies, I ought only to aſk your Pardon: 
My Lord's excuſable, for I wou'd haul him into a Cor- 
ner. 

L. Fop. I ſwear 'tis very hard ho] I obſerve two People 
of extreme Condition, can no ſooner grow particular, 
but the Multitude of both Sexes are immediately up, and 
think their Properties invaded —— 

L. Bet. Odious Multitude 

L.Fop. Periſh the Canau//e. 

L. Gra. O, my Lord, we Women have all Reaſon to 
be jealous of Lady Betty Mod iſb's Power. 

L. Mo. [To L. Betty. ] As the Men, Madam, ! have 
of my Lord Feppingtor ; beſide Favyuutires of 71 ut Merit 
diſcourage thoſe of an inferior Claſ, tor ner Prince's 
Service: He has already loit you one vour Retinue, 
Madam. | 


L. Bet. Not at all, my Lord, he has only made room 


for another: One muſt ſometimes make Vow or 
there could be no Preſerments. 
JL. Ea. Ha! ha! Ladics Favours, my J. ces 
at Court, are not always hell for Life, y 

L. Bet. No, indeed! it they were, th. Vo- 
men, wou'd be all us'd like their Wivcs, 10re 


minded than the Buſineſs of the Nation. 
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Ea Have a care, Madam, an undeſerving Farm. 
rite 2 been the Ruin of many a Prince's Empire. 


L. Fp. Ha! ha! Upon my Soul}, Lady Betty, we mut 


grow more diſcreet; for poſiti tel) it we go on at thi 
rate, we ſhall have the World throw you af "i the dci 
dal of Conflancy ; and I ſhall have all the Swords of Co 
dition at my Throat for a Monopoliſt. 

L. A. O! there's no great Fear of that, my Lord, the 
the Men of Senſe give it over, there will be always ſon: 
idle Fellows vain enough to believe their Merit may ſuc. 
cced as well as your Lordſhip's. 

I. Bet. Or it they ſhowd not, my Lord, Caſt-Loves 
you know, need not fear being long ou t of Emplovmen; 
while there are ſo many well dip 'd People in th: 
World There are generally Neglefted Wives, St 
Maids, or Charitable Widows alv ys ready to relieve th 
Neceſſities of a diſup pointed Patton: and, by the waz 
Hark you, Sir Charts. 


L. A. [T..] So! ſhe's Rir'd, i ſee ; for all her Pair; 


to hide it ſhe wou'd har! have glanc'd an Af. 
front at a Womon ſhe was not piquell at. 

L. Gra. [ Afar.) That Wit was thrown at me, I fi 
pos but l' return it. 

. Bet. [Softly to Sir Chartes., Pray, how came voud 
Wars hile to truſt your Miftreis fo eaſily ? 

Sir Cb. One i, not fo apt, Madam, to be alarm'd« 
the Liberties of an ola Acquaintauce, as perhaps you 
Ladythip ought to be at the Reſentment of an Hard-ui, 
Honourable I nver. 

L. Bet. Suppoſe I were alirm'd, how does that mat 
yeu eaſy ? 

Sir Cha. Come, come, be wiſe at laſt; wy truſtins 
them together, may eafily convince you, that {as I toi 
you betore) I know his Addreſſes to her arc only out 
ward, and 'twill be your Fault now, if vou let him g. 
on till the World thinks him in carne; and a Thouſand 

buy 
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buſy Tongues are ſet upon malicious Enquiries into yt. 


Reputation. 

L. Bet. Why, Sir Carli, do you ſuppoſe while he 
behaves himſelf as he does, that I won't convince him of 
my Indiffercnce ? 

Sir Cha. But hear me, Madam —— 

L. Gra. [Aide] The Air of that Whiſper locks as 
if the Lady had a Mind to be mak ing her Peace again; 
and "tis poſhble, his Worſhip's being fo buly in the 
Matter too, may proceed as much from his Jealouſy of 
my Lord with me, as Friendſhip to her, at lealt I fanſy 
ſo; therefore I'm refolv'd to keep her {till pigi:ed and 
prevent it, tho” it be only to gall him — Sir Char os, 
that is not fair to take a Privilege you juſt now de clat'd a- 
gainſt in my Lord Foppington. 

L. Mo. Well obſerv'd, Madam. 

L. Gra. Beſide, it looks ſo affected to whiſper, when 
every Body gueſſes the Secret. 

L. . Ha! ha! ha! | 

L. Bet. O] Madam, your Pardon in particular: But tis 


poſſible you may be miſtaken : The Sccrcts of Pope 


that have any Regard to their Actions, are not ſo oon 
gueſs d, as theirs that have made a Content ct che whole 
Town. 

L. Ep. Ha! ha ha! 

L. Gra. A Coquette in her affected Airs of Diſdein to 
a revoited Lover, I'm afraid mult exceed your Ladyſhip 
in Prudence, not to let the World fee at the fame time, 
hed give her Eyes to make her Peace with him. IIa 

[ 


L.A. Ha! ha! ha 
L. Bet. Twould be a Mortification indeed, if it 
were in the Power ot 4 fading Widow's Charms 1 
prevent it; and the Man muſt be miſerably reduc'd ſure» 
tat cou'd bear to live buried in Wollen, or take up 
D wün 
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with the Motherly Comforts of a Swan-ſkin Petticax, 
Ha! ha' 

L. Fp. Ha! ha! ha! 

L. Gra. Widows, it ſeems, are not io ſqueamiſh 9 
their Interelt, they know their own Mind; and take the 
Man they like, tho' it happens to be one, that a frow. 
ard vain Girl has diloblig'd, and is pining to be Friend 
with. 

L. Mo. Nay, tho' it happens to be one, that conſef; 
he once was fond of a Piece of Folly, and afterwa:; 
aſham'd on't. 

L. Bet. Nay, my Lord, there's no landing again! 
two of you. 

L. Fp. No, Faith, that's odds at Tennis, my Lond: 
Not but if your Ladyſhip pleaſes, Vil endeavour t 
keep your Back-hand a little: Tho upon my Soul ye: 
may fately ſet me up at the Line: For, knock me dowr. 
if ever I ſaw a Reſt of Wit better play'd, than thi 
lait, in my Life Wit ſay you, Madam, ftw 
we engage; | 

L. Pet. As you pleaſe, my Lord. 

L. Fop. Ha! ha! ha! Alion; Tout de Bon, Fenn: 
lor. 

L. i. O parden me, Sir, I ſhall never think o7 
ſeit iu any thing a Match for the Lad. 


L. Fop. To you, Mal an. 


L. Bet. That's mach my Lord, when the World knon 


you have been ſo many Years teazing ms to play the For 
With you. 

L. Fop. Ah! Bien aue. Ha! ha! ha! 

L. Ne. At that Game, I cone your Ladyſhip b 
choſen a much properer Perſon to improve your Har: 
With. | 

L. Fp. To me, Madim———-My Lord, I prefur 
whoever the Lady thinks fit to play the Fool wit! 
will at leaſt be able to give as much Envy as the Wl 

Peric: 


de 
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Perſon that had not Wit enough to keep well with her 
when he was ſo. 

L. Gra. O! my Lord! Both Parties muſt needs be great- 
ly happy; for 1 dare ſwear, neither will have any Rivals 
to diſturb "ein. 

L. Mz. Ha! ha! 

L. Bet. None that will didurb 'em, I Gare ſwear. 

L. Fp. Ha! ha! ha' 

L. A. 

L. Gra. 

L. Bet. 

Sir CH. I don't know, Gentle baut you are 
all in extreme good Humour, methinks; I hope there's 
none of it affected. 

L. Ea. I ſhou'd be loth to anſw er tor any But my Lord 
Epping ton. [ 177d 

L. Bet. Mine is not Lil {rrcar. | 

L. Mo. Nor mine, I'm fare. 

L. Gra. Mine's iincere, depend upon't. 

L. Fp. And may the eternal Frowns of the whole Sex 
doubly demme, il mine is not. 

L. Ea. Well, good People, I am mighty glad to hear 
it. You have all perform'd extremely well; But it you 
pleaſe, you ſhall ev'n give over your Wit now, While it 
is well. | 

L. Bet. [To her ; Now 1 ſee his Humour, I' 
ſtand it out, it I were ture to die fort. 

Sir CHa. You ſhou'4 not have proceeded ſo far wich 
my Lord F,3pington, after what I had told you. 

[ A/i de is L. Bet. 

L. Bet. Pray, Sir Charles, give me leave to underſtand 
my ſelf a little. 

Sir Cha. Your Parden, Madam, I thought a right Un- 
derſtanding wou'd have been for both your Interells, 
and Reputation. 

L. Bet. For his perhaps. 

D 2 Sir CE. 


Ha! ha! ha! 
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Sir Cha. Nay then, Madam, it's time for me to dle 


care of my Friend. 


L. Bet. I never in the leait doubted your Friendſliy | 
to him in any thing that was to ſhew your lelf my bis 


my. 
Sir Cha. Since I ſee, Madam, you have ſo ungrateſi 
a Senſe of my Lord More/ave s Merit, and my Service, | 


ſhall never be aſham'd of uſing my Power henceforth u 


keep him entirely out of your Ladyſhip's. 

L. Bet. Was ever any thing ſo inſolent! I could findin 
my Heart to run the Hazard of a dowaright Compliance, 
if it were only to convince him, that my Power, perhap 
is not inferior to his. J. her jel 

L. Ea. My Lord Fppington, I think you generally lex 


the Company upon theſe Occaſions. Pray will you thin 
of ſome 25 tort of Diverſion for us, than Parts 


and Whiſpers ? 


L. Fip. What ſay you, Ladies, ſhall we ſtep and kt 


what's done at the Baſſet Table? 

L. Bet. With all my Heart; Lady Fajy 

L. Ea. I thi:k "tis the beſt thing we can do, and e 
cauſe we won't part to Night, you ſhall all Sup When 
you Din'd What ſay you, my Lord? 

L. Mo. Your Lalyſhip may be ſure of me, Madam. 

L. Fp. Ay! ay! we'll all come. 

L Ea. Then pray let's change Parties a little. My Lox 
F.fpington, you ſhall Squire me. 

L. Fp. O] you do me Horour, Madam. 


L. Bet. My Lord Morelurr, pray let me ſpeak wid 


you. 

L. Mo. Me, Madan; ? 

L. B-z. If you pleaſe, my Lord. 

L. 3. Ha! Lu: Lock ſit through me ! what en 
this Mean ? Aid 

L. Bet. This is no proper Place to tell you what it i. 
but there is one ting I'd faty be truly anſwerd in:! 

ſuppus 


EO o& 
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tale ſuppoſe 1 you'll be at my Lady Eay's by and bv, and if 
you'll give me leave there 
ſhip L. Mo. If 1 „eu pleaſe : do me that Honour, Madam, 
Ene I ſhall certainly. be there. 
L. Bet. Tlabe al. my Lord. 
itefy! L. Me. Is not our Lad, ſhip for walking? 
de,! I. Bet. If your I .ordihip dares venture with me. 
h wi I. . O! Madam! [Talins ter Hand) How my 
Heart dances, what Hleav'nly Mulick's in her Veice, 


ndin when ſoftned into Kindneis. [ :1/;06. 
ance, L. Bet. Ha! his Hand trembles — vir CZ ares may 
hay, be miſtaken. 


fell L. Ep. My Lady Graveairs, you won't let Sir Charles 
ez leave us? 
thin? I. Cra. No, my Lord, we'll follow you ſtay a 
arte hitle. L Sir Charles. 
Sir Cha. I thought your Ladyſhip deſign'd to follow 
d fe em. 
I. Gra. Perhaps I'd ſpcak with you. 
| Sir C5. But, Madam, contider, we ſhall certainly be 
d be: obſerv'd. 
chen I. Gra. Lord, Sir! If yoa think it ſuch a Favour. 
(Exit haſtily, 


m. Sir Cl a. Is ſhe gone! let her go, S.. 


[ Exit ang if 8, 


wit! 

ACT v. SCENE I. 
t * Ty e SCENE continues. 
Ajit Enter Ser Charles and Lird Morelove. 
it i. 


my Lady Grave- 
airs had an Eye upon me, as I ſtole 


D 3 | oft, 


in:! ws ONE a llitle this way 
ppu# 
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olf, and Ir apprehenſive will make uſe of any Opportu- 
nity to tal“ a me. 

L. A. O! we are pretty ſafe here — ell: yo 
were ſpraking of Lady Petty. 

Sir CC. Av, my Lord [ ſay. notwithſtanding al 
this ſudden Chirge of her Behaviour, I wou'd rot have 
you yet be too ſecure of her: For, between you and [, 
fince, I toil you, I he prefel 'd my ſelf an open E 
ner. y to her Power with vou, 'tis not impoſſible by 
this new "up of good Humour may very much precee 
from 4 kttle Woman's e of co:vincwg me you att 
not vet out of her Powe 


L. AI. Not ee ut Mill can we make no Ad. 


7 . 
vantage ct it! 


Sic Che. That's what I have been thinking of 


look you Death! my Lady Grareatirs ! 

L. Mo. Ha! She will have Audience, I find. 

Sir Cha. There's no avoiding her the Truth ie, 
have ow'd her a little good Nature a great while 


lee there is but one way of getting rid of her — I mut 


ev'n appoint her a Day of Payment at laſt. If youll 
ſtep into my Lodgings, my Lord, Iil juſt give her a 
Anſwer, and be with you in a Moment. 
L. Ao. Very well, Il ſtay there for you. 
[ Exit Lord Morelove. 
Fater Lady Graveairs on the other fi de. 
L. Gr.:. Sir Carle! 

Sir Cha. Come, come, no more of theſe reproack 
ful Looks; you'll find, Madam, I have defery'd better 
of you than your Jealouſy imagincs I; it a Fault to 
be tender of your Reputation? fy, fy, This maj 
be a proper time to talk, and of my Contriving too. — 
You ſee I juſt now ſhook off my Lord Mrelace on pur 
poſe. 

L. Gra. May I believe you? 
dir CV a. Still doubting my Fidelity, and miſtaking mj 
Diſcretion 


(100 
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Diſcretion for want of gr d Nature. 

L. Gra. Don't think me troublclume —— For | conf.ls 
dis Death to think of paiting with you: Since the World 
ſes, for you I have neziected Friends an! Reputation, 
have ſtaad the litt! In;ult of did aunt) Teach; that en- 
vw'd me perhaps vour Friendſhip; have bort the freezing 
Looks of near and general Acquaintance 
ſo . —Aon't let em ridicule me c 00, and lay my tool1th 
Vanity undid me; don't let 'em point at me ata Call 
Mitres. 

Sir CJ. 2. You wrong me to ſuppoſe the Lidught; 
-oull have better of me when we meet: When fl. a.] q du 
be at leiſure? 

L. Gra. I confeſs, I would fce you once again; 11 
what ] have more to fay prove incftetuai, 52:.wrs it 
may convince me then, "us my In;erelt to part with 


Since thr Is 


you——Can you come to Night ? 

Sir Cha. You know we have Company, and I'm afraid 
they'll ſtay too late Can't it be before Supper — 
What's a Clock now ? 

L. Gra. It's almoſt Six. 

Sir Cha. At Seven then te ſure of me, till when I'd 
have you go back to the [dies to avoid Suſpicion, and 
about that time have 1hc Vapours. 

L. Gra. May I depend upon you ? [LExit. 

Sir Cha, Devend on every thing — 4A very trouble— 
ſome Buſineh this lend me once forrly rid ot -i 
ever I'm cauzüt in an Hans rallt Affair àguin A 
Debt now that a little ready Civility, and away, would 
ſatiefy, a Man might bear with; but to have a Rent 
Charge upon one's good Nature, with an unconſcionable 


long Scroll of Arrears tho, that would cat out the Profits of 

the belt Ellate in Chritendome=ith=Intolerable! Well! 

Plev'n to my Lord, and fake of the Thoughts on't. [ Ext. 
Euter la y Beit, and Lady Eaſy. 

L. Bet. Ioblerve, in, Dear, you have uſually this great 

D 4 Fortune 
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Fotune at Play, it were enough to mathe one ſuſpec̃t you 
good tick with an Huſband. 

L. Ea. Truly L dow. complain ef my Fortune eithe 
way. 

L. Bit. Fi, e tell me, you are often aclvffirz me y 
it, are there thoſe yeal Comfortable Advantages in Mar 
ringe, that our oh! Aunts and Grandmethers would per. 
ſdade us of ? 

L. Ea. Upon my Word, If I had the worit Huſbar! 
in the Worl!, I fioald ful think fo. 

I.. Bet. Ay, but then the IIAzard of not having 
good one, my Dear. | 

L. Ez You may have a good one, I dare ſay, if you 
«.on't give Airs till you {poil him. 


L. Bet. Can there be the fame dear, full Delight in 


eivin: Eaſe, as Pain? O! my Dear, the Thought d 
rating with one's Power is inſup portable! 

L. Ea. And the keeping it, till it dwindles into no 
Power at all, is moſt ruefully fooliſh. 

L. Pet. But iN to marry before one's heartily in Love. 

L. Ea. Is not half ſo formidable a Calamity — but it 
T kave any Eyes, my Dear, you'll run no great Hazard et 
that, in venturing upon my Lord More lor'e You 
don't know, perhaps, that within this half Hour the 
Lone of your Vcice is ſtrangely ſoften'd to him, ha! 
ha ! ha! 

L. Bet. My Dear, you are poſitively, one or other, 
the moſt cenſorious Creature in the World — and  [ 
ce it's in vain to tals with you — Pray, will you go 
back to the Company ? 

L. Ea. Ah! Poor Lady Betty ! [ Exeunt, 


— 


- 
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Nee 


The SCENE ages t Sir Charles“; Lolgings. 
Enter Sir Charles and Lois Nlorclove. 


L. V.. Har'es vou have tranſported me! you have 


made my Part i: ths: Scene iy very caly toys 


tis impoſſib lc I h. 5 ail in it. 


Sir Cha. Thar”; what 1 contder'd ; for now the more 
you throw your ſelf into her Power, the mote Iihall be 
able to force her into vours. 

L. Mo. After all (hegging the Ladies Pardon) Your 
tne Women, IIe Duiliee, are only. thout when they know 
tet ent A Vin Gf en honel Courage ma, iht em 

b any ting Well Izm fully inſtructed, ard will 2 
bout !! it inen“ , D vou go along with me? 

Sir C4. Thaten n TT PT. PCT ow. cies I nave - 
a little Buline! aon in, 18 

L. AI = YOu} Servant, Sir Good by to voz 
vou {Lan't Kr. 5 

Sir Cha. 11. Law, your Servant [Exit L. Mo 
So! now to diipoſe of my iel, til! 'tis time to think ot 
my Lady Gy ac! UEmph'! [ have rogrea: Mary 20 
that Buſincis, methinks 1 dow nnd my ic in 15 
mour enough to come up to the Cir i things, that are 
uſually expected in then! 155 up of an 014 2 zar rel 
LE ging eros t St. 59 1 er gcc a Wittmer Temps 
tation by kalr — Iii! into my M ites Bedchamber 
— 1 qus ſtion it the me ba aty great Butineſs 
there —I hai c eo 4:0” the has orly a ning to be tas 
ing the Opportunity of mo Rui bring at Home, 40 
make her Peace with me t me fe ——ay, I ſhall 
have time envuy!; ty go to her Ladyfſlup Atter'y ard; — 


— 


C 


beſides I want a little Slecp, 4 tiilenn—_Yg young For; 
iD 


tie y 


8 
- 


82 The CARELESSs HusBAND. 


may talk of their Women of Quality but to me 

now, there's a ſtrange agreeable Convenience in a Crea- 

ture one is not oblig'd to ſay much to upon theſe Occa- 

lions. [ Going. 
Euter Edging. 

Eqdg. Did you call me, Sr 

Sir C50. Ha! all's Right={ 4/7 At. Yes, Xladam 
I did call you. LS aten. 

Eds. What wou'd you pleaſe to have, Sir ? 

Sir Cha. Have! why, I wou'd have you grow a good 
Girl, and know when you are well usd, Huſly. 

Ed. Sir I don't complain of any thing, net I. 

S . Well, don't be uneaſy ——1 am not Angry 
with vc. torr Come and kits me. 

EL 1rd; Sir! 

Sir C413, Don't Le a Fool now——come hither. 

Edg. Pihaw [ Ces ts Ain. 

Sir Cha. No wry Face lown. I won't 
have you Icuk Grave neither, let me tee you tmile, you 
Jade you. 

Eds. Ha! ha! [Laughs and Bluſkes, 

Sir CC.. Ah, you melting Rogue. 

Ed. Come, don't you be at your Tricks now= Lard! 
can't you fit fu and talk with one! I am lure there's ten 
times more Love in that, and nity times the Satisfaction, 
People may ſay what they will. 

Sir Cha. Well! now you're Good, = {1-11 have your 
own way. I am going t lie dewn in the next 
Rycm ; and, fince you lore 2 "Bale Chat, come and throw 
my Night Gown over me, and you ſtall tald me to 
flcep [Exit x Charles, 

Ede. Ve, Sir tor all his way, I tee he liles me 
till. \ Exit aſter hin. 
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The SCENE changes to the Terras. 


Entcr Lady Betty, Lady Eaſy, and Lord Morclove. 


L. M.. AY, Madan), there you are too ſevere upon 

him; for teting now and then a little Va- 
nity, my Lord Fpinzten does not want Wit ſometimes 
to make him a very tolerate Woman's Man. 

L. Bet. But ſuch Eternal Vanity zrow: Tireſome. 

L. E.. Come, it he were not o bote in 0 Naora!-, 
Vanity me:hinks might be ealily exons d, crniidering how 
much tis in Faſnicn: For pray cherte, what. hut dite 
Converſation of mutt of the f young: People about 
Town, but a perpœcunl Allectation of appearing tore 
moſt in the Know ledge of Alinners, new XIOdes, ard 
Scandal? and in that I don't ice any Doly comes up 
to him. 

L. Mo. Nor I indeed — and lere lle cones 
Madam, let's have a little more of him; no Body rs 
him to more Advantage thin vour Ladyſanp. 

L. Ber. Nay, with all my Eicart; youll ſecond me, 
my Lord. 

L. M2. Upon Occaucn, Xa 

L. Za. Engiging upon Parties, my Lord? 

Aide a nile, to . Ms. 
Ey ter I. c. For: dingt, . 

L. Fop. So, Ladies ! wirt. the Adlair nov 

L. Bet. Why you were, my Lord, Iva: e 
a great many good (Qlitics, bt Lady Foy lays you as 


Prav, 


à perfect Hypocrite : and tlizt whatever Ats yon give 
your {elt to the V, omen, ſc' s Contident VU value no 
Woman in the Worid eq; tel to your con Lady. 


L. Fop. You fer, Madam, how I. zun fandaliz'd upon 
D. 0 Your. 
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your Account. Burt it's lo natural for a Prude to be ma. 
licious, when a Man endeavours to be well with any Body 
but her ſelf; did you never obſerve ſhe was Piqu'd at 
that before? Ha! ba! 

L. Bct. Vil ſwear you arc a provoking Creature. 

L. Fip. Let's be more familiar upon't, and give her 
Diſorder: Ha! ha! 

L. Bet. Ha! ha! ha! 

L. Fp. Stap my Breath, but Lady Eajy is an Admin. 
ble Diſcoverer Marriage is indeed a Prodigious Secu- 
rity of one's Inclination: A Man's likely to take a World 
of Pains in an Employment, where he can't be turn'd 
out for his Idleneſs. | 

L. B.. I vow, my Lord, that's vaſtly generous to all the 
fine Women, you are for giving them a Deipe t ck Power 
in Love, I fee, to reward and puniſh as they think fit. 

L. Fp. Ha! ha! Right, Madam, what ſignifics Beau- 
ty without Power? And a fine Woman when ſhe's mar- 
red makes as ridiculous a Figure, as 2 Beaten General 
marching out of a Garriſon. 

L. Ea. I'm afraid. Lady Hetty, the greateſt Danger 
in your Uſe of Poder, would be from a too heedleſs Live- 
ra. ity: you would more mind the Man than his Merit. 

I. Hy. Pique again, by all that's Fretful Well, 
certainly h give Envy is a Plcature inexpretiible. 


[79 Lady Betty: 


,. B-e. Ha! ha! 
. b;.. Does not ſhe ſhow him well, my Lord? 
[Ae ts L. No. 
L. A. Periivilv, and me to my felt — For now I al. 
moi buſh to think I ever was uneaty at him. 
[72 Lady Eaſy. 
L. Fp. Lady Fa r, I ak ten thouſand Pardons, I'm 
afraid I am tude all this While. 
L. Ea. O not at all, my Lord, you are always good 
Conp.ny, when you p'cale : not but in foine things, in- 
cecd, 


- 


- {e: 


er 
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deed, you are apt to be like other tine Gentlemen, 
little too looſe in your Principles. 

. Fop. O, Madam, never to th: Oſtence of the Ladies, 
] agree in any Community with them; no Body is a more 
conftant Churchman, when the fine Women are there. 

L. Ez. O fy, my Lord, you ought not to go for their 
ſakes at all. And I wondcr, you that are for being ſuch 
a god Huſband of your Virtues, are not atraid of bri: gin , 
your Prudence into a Lampoon or a Play. ” 

L. Bet. Lampoons and Plays, NMavam, are only things 
to be laugh'd at. 

L. Mo. Plays now indeed one need not be fo much a- 
fraid of, for ſince the late ſhort-ſighted View of cent, 
Vice may go on and pra er, the Stage dares hardiy ſhe. 
a Vicious Perſon ſpeaking lite himſelf, for fear of being 
call'd Prophane for expotmy him. 

L. Ea. Tis hard, indeed, when People won't diſtin- 
guiſh between what's nicant tyr Contempt, and what tor 
Example. 

L Hp. Od fo? Ludie, tn: Corrs coming home, 1 
ſee, ſhall not we mike 

L. A. O! by all n uns. 

L. Za. Lady Bett, I muſt leave you; For I'm oblig'd 
to write Letters, and 1 He you wt cive me Time 
after Supper. 

L Bee. Well, my Dar, bl make a fore Viſit and 
be with you. Fx. Lady Eaty, 
Pray what's become of my Tay (are? 

L. A&.- Oh, 1 belive fl. % gone Role, Madam, {ie 


ſeem'd not to be very, well. 


L. Fp. Aud where's Sir Ch hee, my Lord? 

L Ms. I left him at hi- own Lodz 

L. Bet. Hes upon tome Rami, Im afraid. 

L.Fop.: Nay, as for that Manor, 4 Min may tamble at 


home ſometiincs But here come the Chlulles, vie mult 


make a little more Haile, Madan. [ Excunt, 


14 
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The SCENE changes ts Sir Charles's Lodging, 


Enter Lady Eaſy, and a Servant. 
L. Ea. IS your Matter come home? 
Serv. Yes, Madam. 
L. Ea. Where is he? 
Sort. I believe, Madam, he's laid _ » Lo” 


L. Ea. Where's Fdeing? Bid her ger me fe Wax 
ſtay, it's no matter, now [ thi: i —— 
there's ſome above upon my Toiſet. Exc: nt neh 


and Paper 


The SCENE opens, and dil ayers Sin Charles 


without h, Pericvig, au F.\ging by Jin, bath | 


afleep in two eaſy CNars, 


Then E ter Lai iy Eaſy * K * 7 Parts (170 ende. 1 4. 1577 *'1:4 


11 1 75 JE 

L. Ea. A! 

Protec me Virme, Patience, Reaton 
Teach me to be 'r this billing Sicht, or let 
Me thick my dreaming Senſe; are deceiv'd ! 
For ſure a Sight lite this, 0g} rale the Arm 
Of Duty, e3'n Ft Ur t 15 At leait 
Fl throw: this Vizor ©. r. ict 15 
Now wake um in "= (4100; 
And-barcfac'd front tim 
III talk to him tit he blues, ny till he 
Frowns on me, perhaps and then 
Pin leit agun— Ihe Ealc ofa few Tears 


wn 1 m. Wrongs. 


* 
' 
"Y" 


(vl 


=? 


g.. 
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I all that's left to me— 

And Duty too forbids me to inſult, 
When I have vow'd Obedience 
The Fault's in me, and Nature has not turn 


Periap: 


Me with the Thouſand little Requiſites 
That warm the Heart to Love 
Somewhere there is a Fault. 
But Heav'n beſt knows what both of us deterve : 
Ha! Bare-headed, and in fo ſound a Sleer ! 
Who knows, while thus expos 4 to th'umwholſom Air, 
But Heav'n offended may o'ertake hi: Crime. 
And, in ſome languiſhing Diſtemper leave him 
A ſevere Example of its violated Law: 
Forbid it Mercy, and forbid it Love. 
This may prevent it 
[Takes a Steink.ri off her Miet, and lay: it 
gent,y v1 145 Hh ad. 
And if he ſhou'd wake offended at my ton buſy Care, le: 
my Heart-breaking Patience, Duty, and my fond Aftec- 
tion plead my Pardon. [ Ext, 
[ After ſhe has been cut hn Tim?, a Bel: rings; 
Edging wakes, ard {irs Sir Charle: 
Edz. Oh! g 
Sir Cha. How now? what's the matter? | 
Ez. O! Bicf, my Soul, my La'y's come home. 
Sir Cha. Go, go then. LB. U, 7 
Edg. O lui! XI Heads in luch a Condition too. 7 


to the Glo i: tam coming, Wilm — Old! here's no 


Powder neither — Here, „anl. Exit. 
Sir Cha. How nov. l N. 8 „ Cttin{irb ben Þis 
Mad.]! What's tus: How cr:nc it nor *:::Puts on $5 
. * * ; hes 
Wiz. Did not I tc. my Mie wer thi to —2—52 — 


Death! ſhe 2a hay! en her: ture — It could not be 
Jealouſy that brun kt her hum ——for my coming 
was accidental lo th, 1 tear, 1 miglit hers: . 
How carelels have 1 been ? 


not to {ſecure the Door 
neither 


— 
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neither — Tun, toolidh——It muſt be lo! She cer. 
tainly has ſeen me here ſleeping with her Woman 
It ſo, how lov an Hvupocrite to her mutt that Sight 
have prov'd me:? The Thought has made me deſpj. 
calle ev'n to my felt ——--How mean a Vice i Lying? 
and how often have thete empty Pleatures luj”d my Ho- 
nour and my Conſcience to a Lethurgy, while I 
groſly have abus'd her, poorly ſkulking behind a thouſand 
Falſhoods ? Now I reſlect, this has not been the firſt of 
her Diicoverics How contemptible 4 Figure muſt [ 
have made to her; A Crowd of recollected Circum- 
ſtances confirms ine row, {he has been long acquainted 
with my Flies, and vet with what amazing Prudence 
has ſhe born the ſecret Pangs of injur'd Love, and wore 
an everlaſting Smile to me? This afks a litt Think 
11g ſomethirg ſnould be donc 
itantiy, and be reiols'd om her Behavicur, Exit. 


The SCENE ange to anither Room, 
Eier Lacy Eaſy and Edging. 
L. 7 HERE have you been, Edging ? 
Eay. been, Nladam! II- IL came 

as ſoon as I heard you Ring, Madam. 
L. Ea. How Guilt confuunds her! but ſhe's below ray 
The ught Feten n: lat new Scarf hither 1 have 
a mind to alter it à title mae haſte. 

£ag. Ver, Madan, L ice ſue does not ſuipett 
any thing. (Exit. 

L. Ez. Ncigh h/! [Sirting 7p. ] I had forgot. 
but I'm unht for writing 40 "Twas an hard 
Conflict vet it's a Jo io think it over: A ſe- 


cret Pride, to tell my Heart my Conduct has been 
Jult 


I] fee her in- 


ts Ml nm dtc _ 


— 


— 
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Just How lw arc vicious Minds, that offer 
Injuries , how much ſuperior Innocence that bears 
m — Still there's a Pleaſure ev'n in the Me- 
Lachaly of a quiet Conicience Away my Fears, 
it is not yet impoſlible for while his Hu-. 
man Nature is not quite ſliook oft, I ought not to de- 


ſpair. 
Re-eriter Edging with a Scarf. 

Eds. Here's the Scart, Madam. 

L. Ea. So, it down there——and, let me ſee 
here Rip off all that Silver. 

Fag. Indecd, I always thought it would become your 
Ladyſhip better without it - But row {uppoſe, Madam, 
you carry'd another Row of Gold round the Sculkups, and 
then you take and lay this Silver plain all along the Ga- 
thers, and your Ladyſhip will perfectly fee, it will give 
the Thing ten thouſand times another Air. 

L. Za. Pr'ythee don't be impertinent, do as I bid you. 

Eadg. Nay, Madam, with all my Heart, your Ladyſhip 
may do as you pleaſe. 

L. Ea This Creature grows ſo confident, and I dare 
not part with her, leſt he ſhould think it Jealouſy. [ 4/de. 

Enter Sir Charles. 

Sir Chg. So, my Dear! What, at work! How are you 
employ'd, pray ? : 

L. Ea. I was thinking to alter this Scarf, here. 

Sir Cha, What's amiſs? methinks it's very pretty. 

Ezg. Yes, Sir, it's pretty enough for that matter, but 
my Lady has a mind it {hould be proper tao. 

Sir Cha. Indeed! 

L. Ea. I fanſy plain Gol and Black, would become 
me better. 

Sir Cha. That's a grave Thought, my Deir. 

Ede. O dear Sir, not at all, my Lady's much in the 
Right; Iam ſure, as it is, its fit for nothing but a Girl. 

Sir. Cha, Leave the Room. 


£ ie. 
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Ezg. Lard, Sir! I can't ir — I muſt flay to 
Sir Cha. Go D-Zug rih. 
Eag [Throwing «own the Work hανbj,re-, and, aide] 
If ever I ſpeak to him aga'n, L' be bur nid. 
[Ex. F.dging, 


f 


* 
7 


0 
* 


Sir Cha. Sit ſtill, my Pear, ——-T came to n with you ? 


and which you wel: : .av v > der at, What I have to 


* 


* 


ſay is of Importance too, tis in crder my Here, 
ter always talking kind'y to . 


L. Ea. Your Word; re never diſobligirg, nor cn 


I charge you with a L. . dent ever had the Ag caranct 
of unkind. 
Sir Cha. The perpetudl Spr: ; cf rour good Humour, 


lets me draw no MI. vit foi want Ihe appen'd to be, 


which makes r curious Heu to bien yoir Thought 


- 


of what I realy un: And never laving af vo: this be. 
fore, it puziles me; nor can 1 (ny ſtrange YN oyligence | 
conſider d) reconcile to Reaſon, your fiſt Thoughts c 


venturing upon Muiriage with me. 
L. Ea. I never thought it ſuch a Hazard. 
Sir Cha. How cou'd x Woman of your Reftraint in 


Principles, Sedateneſs, Senſe, and tender Diſpofition, pro- 


pole to ſce an happy Lite with one (now ] reflect) that 
hardly took an Hour', Pains ey'n before Marriage, to ap- 
pear but what I am: Mole unheeded Wretch, abſent in 
all I do, Civil, and as often Rude without Deſign, un- 
ſeaſonably thoughtful, eaty to a Fault, and in my beit of 
Praiſe, but carcleſly good-natur'd ; How ſhall I reconcile 
your Temper with having made fo ſtrange a Choice? 
L. Ea. Your own Words may anſwer you Your 
having never ſcem'd to be, but what you really were; 
and thro" that Careleſſneſs of Temper there Kill ſhone 
torth to me an undeſigning Honelty, I always doubted 
of in ſmoother Faces: Thus while 1 ſaw you took leaſt 
Pains to win me, you pleas'd and woo'd me molt: Nay, 
1 have thought, that tuch a Temper could never be de- 


libcratelß 


at 
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berately unkind: Or at the vorſt I knew chat Errors 
from want of Thinking might be born; at leaſt, when 
probably one Moment's rious Fhonoht vert d ond 'em: 
Theſe were my wort of Fears, and thete, when weigh'd 
by growing Love againſt my ed Hopes, were no- 
thing. 

Sir Cha. My Dear, your Underdanding Rartles me, 
and juſtly calls my own in queſtion: I Huſh to ink 
Ive worn ſo bright a Jewe! in my Boſom, and till :lus 
Hur, have ſcarce been curious once to look upon It's 
Luſtre. 

L. Ea. You ſet too high a Value on the common (Na- 
lities of an ealy Wite. 

Sir Cha. Virtues, like Benefits, are double, when con- 
ceald: And I confeſs, I yet ſufpect you of an higher Va- 
lue far, than 1 have ſpoke you. 

L. Ea. I underſtand you not. 

Sir Cha. I'll ſpeak more plainiy to you be free and 
tell me Where did you kave this Handkerchiet ? 

L. Ea. Ha 

Sir Cha. What is't you ſtart at? You hear the Queſ- 
tion. 

L. Ea. What ſhall I ay? my Fears confound me. 

Sir Cha. Be not concern'd, my Dear, be eaſy in the 
Truth and tell me. 

L. Ea. I cannot ſpeak and I cou'd wiſh you'd not 
oblige me to it 'tis the only Thing I ever yet retus'd 
vou and tho' I want a Reaton for my Will, let me not 
anſwer you. 

Sir Cha. Your Will then be a Reaſon, and ſince I 
ſee you are fo generouſly tender of reproaching me, 
'tis fit I ſhou'd be eaſy in my Gratitude, and make what 
ought to be my Shame, my Joy; let me be therefore 
pleas'd to tell you now, your wondrous Conduct has 
wak'd me to a Senle of your Diſquiet paſt, and Reſolu- 
tion never to diltur> it more And (not that 1 offer 

c it 


3 — 


: 
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it as a Merit, but yet in blind Com pli ince to my Wit 
let me beg von wou:d immediately diſchirge „our Wo- 


— 


man. 
L. Ea. Alas! I think not of her -O, mv Dar, di: | 
Craft we not Wien tuis Excel: of Goodnels. i ing. | 


Sir CG. Nu, praiſe me not. leſt 1 1ehect bew little | 
J have deſerv'd it — Ice vou re in Pain to give me 
tis Confuſion Come, 1 wil not ſhock your So ſtneſ 
by my untimely Bluſh tor what is patt, but rather tooth | 
vou to a Plealure at my Senſe of Jov, for mv recover'd 
Happiaets to come. Give tllien to mv new born Lore, 
hat Name you pleale, It cannot, ſhall not be doo king: 
O! it cannot be two ſoft tor what my Soul (weils up with | 
Emulation to deſerve 


Receive me then 1.:tire at laſt, 


and take what yet no Woman ever truly had, my con | 


quei'd Elcart. 

L. Ea. O the ſoſt Treaſure! O the dear Pewar.! of long 
deſiring Love Now I am bleſt indeed to ſce you bid 
without th' Expence of Pain in being fo, to make you 
mine with Eaſineſs: Thus! thus to hive you mine, 5 
fomething more than Happin , 't's dou-le Life, and 
Madneſs of abounding Joy. But 'twas a Pain intolerable 
to give you a Confuſion. 

Sir Ca. O thou engaging Virtve! But I'm too flow 
in doing Juſtice to thy Love: I know thy Softr. els will 
reſuſe me; but remember I inſiſt upon it let thy 
Woman be diſcharg'd this Minute. 

L. Ea. No, my Dear, think me not fo low in Faith, 
to fear that after what you've ſaid, "twill ever be in her 
Power to do me future Injury: When I can convenicnt- 
ly provide for her, I'li think on't: But to diſcharge her 
nov, might let her guels at the Occaſion ; and methinks, 
I wou'd have all our Differences, like our Endearments, 
be egually a Secret to our Servants. | 

CV. Still my Superior every way — be it as 
you have etter thunght Well, iny Dear, now TI 
\ conſcis 


—— ² ᷣ 
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» | confeſs a Thing that was not in your Power to accuſe me 


„of; to be ſhort, 1 own this Creature is not the only one 
” l have been to blame with. 

G | I. Ea. I know ſhe is not, and was always leſs con- 
« cern'd to find it fo, tor Conſtancy in Errors micht have 
. ; been fatal to me. 

_ Sir CHa. What is 't you know, my Dear? [Sarpriz'd. 
1 L. Ez. Come, I am not afraid to accuſe you now = 
: m Lady Gravearrs Your Careleſne, my Dear, let 


v4 | all the World know 1t, and it wou'd have been hard in- 
deed, had it been on.y to me a Secret. 


« % 


gf a pot Y 
I —— — A om 


by Sir CV. My Dear, Til aſk no more Queſtions, for 1 
4 fear of being more ridiculous: I do confeſs, I thought my Ys 
Dilcretion there had been a Maiter- piece Low con- | 
ll temptible mult [ have looc'd all this While? A 
Tt I. Ea. Youſhan't fay fo. a 

Sir Cha. Well, to let you ſee I had ſome Shame, as 1 
a well as Nature in me, I had writ this to my Lady Grare- | 
4 | «irs, upon my firit diſcovering that you knew I had 1 
= | wrong'd you: Read it. 1 
1 L. Ea. [ Reads.] “ Something has happen'd, that pre- vi 
js | * vents the Viit I intended you; and I could 7 

| * gladly wiſh, you never wou'd reproach me if bi 
By * I tell you, "tis utterly inconvenient that I ſhould 9 
1 3 ever lee you more. A 
This indeed was more than I had merited. 


Enter Sercant. 
b. Sir Cha. Who's there? Here Step with this to 
Ns my Lad; Gram ors. | 


—_— 


r- LSA the Letter, and git it to: the Servant, 
x | Serv. Yer, Sir —— Madam, my Lady Betty's come. 
3, | L. Ea. Fl wait on ker. | 

ts | dir Cha, My Dear, I'm thinking there may be other 


Things my Negligence may have wrong' d you in; but 
1 be aſſured, as I diſcover 'em, all ſhall be corrected : I; 
wy } Uere any Part or Circumſtance in your Fortune that | 

can 


| | 8 
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can change, or yet make eaſter to you? 

L. Ez. None, my Dear, your good Nature never ſtint. 
ed me in that; and now, methinks, I have leſs Occafion 
there than cver. 

Re-enter Scrmant. 

Ser. Sir, my Lord Morc/;:'e's come. 

Sir Cha. I am coming 
the Neſign we had laid againſt Lady Berry. 


I think I told yon * 


L. Ev. You did, and I ſhou'd be pleas'd to be ny 


ſelf concern d in it. 

Sir Cha. I believe we may employ you: 1 know be 
waits for me with Impatience. But, my Dear, wont 
you think me tiſteleſs to the Joy you've given me, u 


| 
ſuffer at this time any Concern but you, Yemploy * 


Thoughts? 

L. Za. Seaſons muſt be obey d; and ſince I knoy 
your Friend's Happineſs depending, I cou'd not tallem 
own, ſhou'd you neglect it. 

Sir Cha. Thou eaſy Sweetneſs O! what a Walt 
or ay neglected Love, has my unthinking Brain com. 
mitted? Bur Time and future Thrift of Tendernes 


ſhall yet repair it all. The Hours will come when thi} 


foft gliding Stream that ſweells my Heart, uninterrupte! 
mall renew its Courſe 


And like the Occan after Ebb, ſhall move 
With conſtant Force of due returning Love. 


[(Gxeurt | | 
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ev 


The SCENE changes to another Room, 


And then Re enter Lady Eaſy and Lady Betty. 
L. Bet. You've been in Tears, my Dear, and ye. 
you look pleas'd too. 

L. Ez. You'll pardon me, if I can't let you into Cir- 
cumſtances: But be ſatisfied, Sir Charles has made me 
happy ev'n to a Pain of Joy. 

L. Bet. Indeed I'm truly glad of it, tho' I am ſorry 
to find that any one who has Generoſity enough to do 
you Juſtice, ſhou'd unprovok'd be ſo great an Enemy to 
me. 

L. Ea. Sir Charles vour Enemy! 

L. Bet. My Dear, you'll pardon me if I always thought 
him ſo, but now I am convinc'd of it. 

L. Ea. In what, pray? I can't think you'll find 
him ſo. 

L. Bet. O! Madam, it has been his whole Buſineſs cf 
late to make an utter Breach between my Lord Marcia 
and me. 

L. Ea. That may be owing to your Uiige of my 
Lord: Perhaps he ch ought it wou'd not diſoblige you 3 
| am confident you are miltaken in him. 

L. Bet. O! I don't uſe to be out in Things ef this 
Nature, I can ſee well enough ; But 1 ſhall be able to tell 
you more hen 1 have talk'd with my Lord. 

L. Ea. Here he comes; and becau!: you ful! talk with 
him——No Exculcs for poſitively 1 will leave you 


together. 


L. Bet. Indeed, my dear, I deſire you would ſtay then; 


for, I know you think now, that I have a Mind to 
| SET 


L. Ea. 


g 


96 The CAaRELtss HusgAN p. 


L. Ea. To ha! ha! ha! 
L. Bet. Well! remember this. 
Enter Lord Morelove. 
L. Mz. I hope I don't fright you away, Madam ? 
L. Ea. Not at all my Lord; but I mutt beg your Py. 
don for a Moment, I'll wait upon you immediately. 


L. Bet. My Lady Eaſy gone? 

L. Mo. Perhaps, Madam, in Friendſhip to you; ſhe 
thinks I may have deſerv'd the Coldneſs you of late hare 
ſhewn me, and was willing to give you this Opportunity 
to convince me, you have not done it without juſt 
Grounds and Reaſon. 

L. Bet. How handſomely docs he reproach me? Bu 
I can't bear that he ſhould think I know it Ala 


My Lord, whatever has paſs'd between vou and me, [! 


dare ſwear that could not be her Thoughts at this Time: 


» - - 
atk. Gard F 


[ Going, 


| and 


[Exit 


For when two People have appcar'd profeſs'd Enemies; 
ſhe can't but think one will as little care to give, as tothe 
to receive a Juitiiication of their Actions. 

L. Ms Pailion indeed often does repeated Injuries a 


both Sides, but I don't remember in my Heat of Eno} 


: 


I ever yet profeſoꝰd wy ſelf your Enemy. 
L. Bet. My Lord, I ft: all be very tree with you = 
confzis J do think now I have not a greater Enemy n 
the Word. 
L. A. If having long loved you, to my own Diſquiet, 


be injur dus, I am dt then to liand the foremolt' 
of your et 
L. B:: O my Lord, there's no great Fear of your be | 


ing my Enemy that way, I dare lay 
L. A. There's no other way my Heart can bear * 


offend 14 now, and I foreiec in that it will perſiſt 0 | 


my undoing. 
* 


L. Bet. Fie, fie, my Lord. we know where 7 
Heart i. well enough. | 


L. 2 


ſenti 
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*. L. Mo. My Conduct has indeed deſerv'd this Scorn, 
| and therefore 'tis but juſt I ſhould ſubmit to your Re 
ſentment, and beg (tho' I'm aſſured in vain) for Pardon, 


1 [ Kneels, 

1 Enter Sir Charles. 

Sir Cha. How, my Lord DL. Mo. riſcs. 

* L. Bet. Ha! He here? This was unlucky. [Ai de. 

he L. M. O pity my Confuſion f [T9 . Betty. 
Sir Cha. 1 am ſorry to ſee you can ſo ſoon forget your 

iy ff; methinks the Inſult you have born from that L. U, 


un by this Time, ſhou'd have warn'd you into a Diſyull cy 

| der regardleſs Principles 

Bu: | L. Ms. Hold, Sir Carle! While you and J are 

þ Friends, I delire you would ſpeak with Horour of thi. 
| Lady—"Tis ſufficient 1 have no EVR againſt 


ue. ber, and 

is L. Bet. My Lord, I beg you wou'd reſent this thing 

hee 0 farther : An Injury like this, is better puniſh'd with 
| our Contempt; apparent Aatice ſhou'd only be laughed 

| al it. 

* Sir Cha. Ha! ha! the old Reccurſc. Offers of any 
| Hopes to delude him from ji; Relentment; and then, 

1 s the grand Monarch did with Coral, you arc tus 


| tkeep your Word with him. 

L. Bet. Sir Charles, to let you know how fir I am 
et, adove your little Splecn, my Lord, „our Lind lrom this 
Hour. — 

dir Cha, Plhaw ! Paw! AN Deen! all Pique! meer 
be | Artifce, ard dilappointed Momaz. 
L. Bit. Lo you, Sir, not that 1 doubt my Ltd's 
r wh Opinion of me; vet—— 


tuo! Fir Ch Look „u. Madam, in niert, your Woo has 
deen too often talen to le: V ul male up Qu, warre!s, a; 300 


, 11111 — bg 
jou | uled d do, Wit a oe Look. aud a fair P 2m 75 „eure 
der intel. J % k. | | 


| I. L. R 


— _— 
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L. Bet. Was ever ſuch an Inſolence? he won't give u! 
leave to ipeak. | 

L. Mb. Sir Charles! | | 

L. Bet. No pray, my Lord, have Patience; and fine! 
his Malice ſeems to grow particular, I dire his wort. 
and urge him to the Proof on't: Prav, Str, wherein r 
you charge me with Breach ot Promiſe to my Lord? 

Sir Cha. Death, you won't deny it? How Often 1» 
piece up a Quarrel, have you appointed him to vii 
you alone; and tho you have promis'd to ſee no othe 
Company the whole Day, when he has come, he h 
found you among the Laugh of noiſy Fops, Coquet, 
and Coxcombs, diſſolutely Gay, white your full Eye 
ran o'er with Tranſport: of their Flattery, and you! 
own vain Power of pleaſing? How often, I ſay, har 
you been known to throw away, at leaf, four Hours «| 
your good Humour, upon ſuch Wretches; and ti: 
Minute they were gone, grew only dull to him, ſum 
into a dillaſteful Spleen, com; lain'd you had tals'd you-þ 
ſelf into the Head-ach, and then indulg'd upon th 
dear Delight of ſceing him in Pain: And by thi 
time you had ſtetch'd, and gap'd him heartily outs 
Patience, of a ſudden moſt importantly remember u 
had out-fate your Appointment with my Lady Fiz. 
dle-faddlr ; and immediately order your Coach to tit 
Park. 

I. Bet. Yer, Sir, have vou done ? 

Sir Cha, No — 0 this might ierve to ſhew the 
Nature cf your Principles: But the noble Conqueſt yu 
have gain'd at laſt, over ge ated Senſe of Reputaia 
too, his made your Fame immortal. 

L. A. Row, Sir? | 

L. Bet. My Reputation? 

Sir Cha. Ay, Mawr, ; our Reputation 
if I advance a Falihood, then istent it 


— 


1 lay, you | 


Reputation——"i ha, ten your Life whole Pride ©} 
lt. 


- 


my Lor. 


Ve! 


Lore, | 
your | 
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hte, to be the common Toa of every publick Table, 
yain ev'n in the infamous Acdrefies of a mirty'd Man, 
my Lord Fun.; let that be re-oncald with Reputa- 
tion, I'll now ſhake Fins with Shame, and bow me 
to the low Cont-npt which vou delerve from him; not 
but 1 ſuppoſe you'll yet ...deavour to recover him. Now 
you find ul Ulage in Danger of loſing your Conqueſt, 
tis poſiible you'll flop at nothing to preſerve it. 

L. Bet. Sir Clarks 


[Malt dilorder'd, and he after her. 

Sir Cha. I know your Vanity is fo voracious, ill 
en wound it felt to feed it telf ; offer him a Blank, pet- 
haps to fill up with Hopes of what Nature he pleales, 
and part with even your Pride to keep him. 

L. Bet. Sir Char/cs. I have not deſerv'd this of you. 

[Burſting into Tears. 

Sir Cha. Ah! Trae Woman, drop him a ſoft dif- 
ſembling Tear, ani then his juſt Reſentment mutt be 
haſht of Courſe. 

L. Mo. O Cart: J can bear no more, thoſe Tears 
are too reproaching. 

Sir Chg. Hiſt for your Life! {140 and then aloud. 
My Lord, if you believe her, you're undone; the very 
next Sight of my Lord Fippingiza, would make her yet 
forſwear all that ſhe can promiſe. 

L. Bet. My Lord Foppington ! Is that the mighty Crime 
that muſt condemn me then? You know I us'd him 
but as a Tool of my Reſentment, which you your ſelf, 
by a pretended Friendſhip to us both, molt artfully pro- 
rok d me to 

L. M. Hold, I conjure you, Madam, I want not this 
Conviction. 

L. Bet. Send for him this Minute, and you and he 
hall both be Witneſſes of the Contempt, and Deteſtation 
Thave for any forward Hopes his Vanity may have Si- 
ven him, or your Malice would inlinuate. 


E 2 Sir Cha, 
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Sir Cha. Death ! you wou! id as ſoon eat Fire, as fol 
part with your luxurious Taite of Folly, as dare to on: 
the half of this before his Face, or any one, that wot 
make vou bluſh to deny it to- Here comes my Wi 
now we ſhail jee Ha! and my Lord Foppington wit 


her Now! now, we ſhall fee this mighty Pro. 
of your Sincerity Now, my Lord, you'll have ; 
Waruing fore, and henceforth know me for your Frien; 
indeed, 


Enter Lady Eaſy una Lord Foppington. 

L. Ba. In Tears, my Dear, what's the matter! 

I.. Bet. O, my Dear, all I told you's true; Sir Char, 
has ſewn hiinſelf ſo inveterably my Enemy, that if! 
believed I deterv'd but half his Hate, twould make 2 
hate my (elf. 

L. Fp. Hark you, Charles, pr'ythee what is this Bui 
neſs ? 


Sir Cha. Why yours, my Lord, for ought I know= 
I have made ſuch a Breach berwixt 'em——T can't 


n.iſe much for the Courage of a Woman; but if her 
holds, I am ſure it's wide enough, you may enter tent 


Breaſt, my Lord. 
L. Fop. Say 'I thou ſo, Charles? then I hold Six r 
Four I am the firſt Man in the Town. | 
L. Ea. Sure there muſt be ſome Miſtake in this;! 
hope he has not made my Lord your Enemy. 
L. Bet. I know not what he has done. 
L. Mo. Far be that Thought! Alaſs! I am too much l 
fear my felf, that what J have this Day committed, at 


visd by his miſtaken Friendſhip, may have done 0) 
Love irreparable Prejudice. 


L. Bet. No, my Lord, fince I perceive his little A. 
have not prevail'd upon your good Nature to my Preju-þ 
dice, I am bound in Gratitude, in Duty to my felt, ac} 


to the Confeliion you have made, my Lord, to acknov| 


ledge now, I have been to blame too. 


L. A. 


out 
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L. M.. Ha! is polliLle, can you own ſo much? O 
my tranſported Heart! 

L. Bet. He fays I have taken Plzaſure in ſeeing you 
uneaſy Ion it —but twas when that Tſneaſineſs I 
thought preceded from your Love; and it you did love 
NA not be much to pardon it. 

L. Mr. O let my Soul, thus bending to your Power, 
adore this ſoft deſcending Guodnets. 

L. Bet. And fince the giddy Woman's Slights I have 
hewn you too often. have buen publick, "tis fit at lait 
the Amencs and Reparation ſhou'd be to: Therefore 
what I offer'd to Sir CH , | now repeat®before this 
Company, my utter Detenation of any pait, or {ature 
Galantry, that hes or ſhall be offer d by me to vinu Une 
eaſinels. ; 

L. Ma. O br lets gericrous, or teach me to deſerve it 
No Þ.utt, Sir C, at your iniurions Accuſa. 
tion. 

L. W. Hh! Pad vi gies; ue Cie a Extran 74 
Batre. Alis 

L. Bet As for my Lord Foffpiroton, | ove him 
Thanks for having heen fo friend! v an Inſtrument © 
our Reconcil tion; ; for tho' in the little outward Galan- 
try | recei d from him, I dd not immediately truſt 
um with my Deſign in , vet I have a better Opi- 

nian of his Utdertardig, hen to ſuppoſe he cou'd 
miltake it. ; 

L. Fb. I am ruck dunb with the Deliberation of 
her Allurance; ati do not route, remember, that the 
Non-CHatrnce (f my Verigitr ever had fo brizkt an Or- 
cation to ſheiy it ct bet ue. | 
| L. Bet. Nig Lord. hape zul pardon the Freedom I 
Me taken rs vn. 

L. Fp. O. Maia, 4 n't be under 5 Nene )p Ot 
* Apology upon Ny A! count; tor 11 Caſs of this Na- 
we, [ erer Gu MW 1.154. 10h 7 A & Lady 

3 vt 
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of the ame Mind two Hours together Madan, | 
have loſt a thouſand fine Women in my time; but never 
had the ill Manners to be out of Hamour with any one 
fur refuſing me, ſince 1 was born. 
L. Bet. Niy Lord, that's a very prudent Temper. 
L. Fy Modam, to convince you that I am in an 
univerſal Peace with Mankind, fince you own I hare 


ſo far contributed to your Hiuippiteſs, give me leave 0 


have the Hutour of comyleating it, by joining your 


Hand where you have already offer'd up your Inclim. 


tion. 


L. Bet. My Lord, that's a Favour I can't refule you, | 


L. Ma. Generous indeed, my Lord. 

LL. Fp joins their Hand. 

L. Fp. And ſtap my Breath, it ever I was better pleasd 
ſince my firtt Entrance into human Nature. 

Sir Cha. How now, my Lord! what! throw up the 
Cards before you have loſt the Game? 

L. Fp. Look you, Charles, tis true, I did deſign to 
117ve play'd with her alone: But he that will keep wal 
zich the Ladies, maſt ſometimes be content to make one 
at a Pcole with 'em: And ſince I know I mult engar 
lier in my Turn, I don't fee any great Odds in letting 
unn tag: the firſt Game with her. 

Sic Cos. Wurily conſider'd, my Lord. 

I., Le? And now, Sir Cyvarles 

Sir C.. And now Madam, I' fave you the Trouble 
4 a bung Speech; and, in one Word, confeſs that eve- 
vy thung I have done in Regard to you this Day was 
rely Artificial I taw there was no way to ſecure 


you to my Lord ase, but dy alarming your Price | 
with the Danger of long him: And fince the Succek | 
mutt have by this im convinc'd you, that in Love no- 
taing is incre ide, ẽ than an over-atted Axerſion; [ 
am {ure you won't ti it ill, if we at Jaſt congratulate 
your good Nature, iy icartily laughing at the Fright 

ve 


—— — — _— 


—— — 


ver 
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we had put you in. Ha! ha! ha! 
L. Ea. Ha! ho! ha! 
L. Bet. Why——well, J <:cire it now, I hate vou 


worſe than cver. 


Sir Cha. Flt! ha! bat Ant wig ft atraid they wou'd 
take av av 18 Lore rom 1s? G0 dy Betty ha ha! 

L. E. My Dear, Iieg Hr! in; but 'tis impoſ- 
fible not to {12h then ons fo heut dy pleas'J. 

L. F. Reall, , Madam, I am afraid the Humour © e 
Company will draw me into pour N; eaſure too; but if 
I were to expise this XI ment, my !alt Breath wou'd 
poſitively go out with a Langh. Ha! ha! ha! 

L. Bet. Nay, I have deferv'4 it all, that's the Truth 
on't— but I hope, my Lord, you were not in this Deſign 
inſt me. 

L. Mz. As a Prorf, Madam, I am inclin'd never to 
deceive you more, do conteſs I had my ſhare in't. 

L. Bet. You do, my Lord then I declare twas a 
Defien, one or other — the belt carried on, that ever J 
kiew in my Life; and (to my Shame on it) for ought 
| know, the only thing that could have prevail'd upon 
my Temper: Twas a fooliſh Pride that has coſt me 
many a bitten Lip to fuppcrt it I wiſh we don't both 
repent my Lord. 

L. Mo. Don't you repent without me, and we never 
ſhall. 

Sir. Cha. Well. Madam, now the worſt that the World 
can ſay of your palt Conduct, is that my Lord had Con- 
fancy, and you have try'd it. 

Enter a Ser-ant to Lor. ! Morelove. 

Serv, My Lord, Ir. V Here's below, and deſires to 
hom what time your Lordſhip will pleaſe to have the 
Muſick begii. 

L. Mo. Sir Charles, what ſay you? will vou give me 
kave to bring cmi liter; 


Sir Ca. 
8 
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Sir Cha. As the Ladies think fit, my Lord. 
L. Bret, © ' by all means, "twill be better here, unleß 
we cou'd have the Terras to our ſelves. | 

L. Mz. Then, pray, deſire em to come all hither im. 
mediately 

Scery. Yes, my Lor“. [Ev. Serb. 

Enter Lady Graveairs. | 

Sir Cha. Lady Graveair:! 

L. Gra. Ye! you may well ſtart! but don't 1 1! [| 
am _ come lite a poor tame Fool to upbraid Your | 
Guilt: but it I cou'd to blaſt you with a Look. 

Sir Sap . Come, come, youu have Senſe, Don't ex. 
poſe your ielf—yo1 are unhappy and 1 own my ſelf tie 
Cauſe, the only Satisfaction J can offer you, is to 
proteſt no new Engagement takes me from vou; bur i 
ſincere Reflexion of the long Neglect, and Injuries I've 
done the belt of Wives; for whole Amends and only 
Sake I now muit part with you, and all the inconvenient | 
Pleaſures of my Lite. 

L. Gra. Have you then fallen into the low Centemy; 
of expoſing me, and to your Wife too? 

Sir Cha. Twas impoitible, without it, I could ever 
be ſincere in my Converſion. 

L. Gra. Deſpicabſle! | 

Sir. Ch. Do not think ſo——for my ſake I know | 
ſhe'll not reproach you—nor, by her Carriage, ever let 
the World perceive vou've w rong'd hg NG 
Dear. | 7 

L. Ea. Lady Grario::s, 1 hope youll ſup with us? 

L. Gra. I can't retuie io much good Company, 
Madam. | 

Sir C. You ſee the worſt of her Reſentment- 
the mean time, don't endeavour to be her Friend, and 
ſhe'll never be your Enemy. 


L. Cra Iam untfortunate——"ti; what my Folly has 


gdelery'd, and I fubmit to it, 


L. M. 


| 
| 


£& .« 


faſt 
fou 
Pri 
Clu 
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L. M. So! here's the Muſick. 
5 I. Ea. Come, Ladies, ſhall we fit? 


| After the Muſick, a SO NG, 


r Abina with an Angi V., Face, 


ur By Love erdaind for Foy, 
Seems of the Sirens Cruel Race, 
er. To charm and then d:/iroy. 
the | 
to With all the Arts of Lok and Dreſs, 
T She fans the fatal Fire; | 
"oe Through Pride, miſtaken oft for Grace, 
nl She bids the Stain expire. 
ert 
The Gad of Love enrag'd t ſee 
Ty The Nymph defy bis Flame, 
Pronounc d his Mercileſs Decree 
1 Againſt the Haughty Dame; 
| Let Age with double Speed Yertake her, 
Ti Let Love the Room of Pride ſupply ; 
let And when the Lovers all forſake her, 
Mr A ſpotleſs Virgin let ber Die. 
s Sir Charles comes forward with Lady Eaſy. 


Sir Cha. Now, my Dear, I find my Happineſs grow 

=| fall upon me; in all my paſt Experience of the Sex, 1 
found even among the better Sort ſo much of Folly, 

| Pride, Malice, Paſiton, and irreſolute Defire, that I con. 
cluded thee but of the foremoli Rank, and therefore 
{carce 


106 e Canter rss HrsBAnvy. 


ſcarce worthy my Concern; but thou haſt ſtirr'd me 
with {0 {cvere a4 Prot Th thy exaited Virtue, it eve 


me Wonder equal! to my Love lt then the unkindly 
Thought of what I have been, hercaſter ſhould intrude 
upon thy growing Quiet, let this Reflexion teach thee 
to be caly : 


| Ti; Wrongs when Gm att, ma thy Firtue proc'd, 
Ard from that Virtue found, I b, and truly lad 
[ Excunt 


. 
n 


T HE 


wnt | 


T H E 


EPILOGUE 


Onqueſt and Freedom are at length aur vn, 
Falſe Frars of Slay ry no more are jrown s; 
Mr Dread of paying Tribute to a foreign Threne, 
All Stations now the Fruits of Conqueſt ſhare, 
Except (if /mall with great things may compare) ; 
T;' Oppreft Condition of the Lab'ring Player. 
Were ill in Fears (as you of late in France) 
Of the Deſprtick Power of Song, and Dance ; 
Fir while Suljcription, like a Tyrant, reigns, 
Nature's neglected, and the Stage in Chains, CQ 
And Engliſh Actors Slaves to frei? the Frenchman', 
Gains. \ 
| Like Æſop' Crow, the pror out-twwitted Stare, 
| That lied on cobolſam Plays ith latter Age, 
; Deladed ence ts ſi ng, cn juſtly ſeri" d, 
Let fall her Cheeje ta the FE Mouth and fare”: 
O tha? cur Judgment, as your Courage has 
| Par Fame extended, wou'd ert our Cali, 
Vat nothing Englith might ſubmit to forcign Lars. 


IF we but line t9 fee that joyful Dax,. q 
Ten of the Englih Stage, ret'it d me mit 5 


& of yrar Haubur noe, with proper Ar An, Ta: 


| ds chen the Gallic Fix by Fraud of +446 
Aldi the Britih Lim 5.19 E aj, 


EPILOGUE. 


And ſaw that Sleep compoſfd li ceuchant Head, 
He bids him .cate, and jre hinjelf betray'd 
In Toils of treacherous Politicks around him laid: 

Shews him how one c/oje Hour of Gallick Thought 

Retook thoſe Towns for which he Mars had Fought. 

At this th' Indignant Savage rolls his fiery Eyes, 

Dauntleſs, thi bluſhing at the baſe Sarprize, 

Pauſes a while But finds Delays are vain: 

CompelP 4 to fight, he ſhakes his ſhaggy Mane; 

He grinds his dreadful Fangs; and ſtalks ts Blenheim'; 
Plain. 

There with erected Creſt, and harrid Roar, 

He furious, plunges on through Streams of Gore, 

And dyes with falſe Bar: arian Bad the Purple Danube 
Shore. 

ir me puſot Battle = the Deftin'd Slaves ; 

Revices old Engliſh Honzur, and an Empire ſaves. 


FINTS. 


EIS... 
| FIR S 
" — 


— 


en 1 m 
% 
Ta 
eli. UIFTY 


lil 


A 


* \ * \ x N 
W * \ jw A N * 


| 


; 


| 


lj 


verges 


— 
— — 


ö 


: 
” . 


[ 


Z 


© 


A 


1 


IRIVAL FOOLS, 


A 


COMEDY. 


ACTED at the 


JTHEATRE-ROYAL. 


IN 


DRURT-L AN | 


429 


Dy Her HAJ EST x's Scivants, 


a“ 1 


nm 


OY 
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Witten by Col LET CiBBER, Eſc; 


ARE FFNIEN YL 


PROLOGUE. 


ROM fprightly Fletcher's 1:2/6 Confod rate Muſe, 
Th' unfnyo'd Hints of theſe light Scenes ace chuſe, 
tir with ſuch careleſs hajte his Play was writ, 
S unperus'd cach Thought of ftarted Mit; 
Each IWrapon of his Wit fo lamety fought, 
That 'twou'd as ſcanty on our Stage be tour bt. 
A fir a modern Belle my Grannum's Petticyat 
d that from t Old wwe may awwith Juſtice jay, 
Ve ſcarce cou d cail the Trimming of a Play. 
All cou'd be ma de ont is but Diſhabillé, 
ſu lozjely light, al! Falbala and Frille : 
Ns Set. dreſs Morals form'd in't to af iaht ju 
From the dear edi Follies that delight you. 
Unbluſhing Vic in faireſt Forms may lurk, 
Nor fear the Smart of our deen Satyr Ju. 
Huſbands and Wives te parate F ors may fal, 
ad mutual Rage their mutual yam? reveal ; 
Or mire fo top the Faſhion, fin in private, 
And mutual Guilt, their mutual Shame comnive at. 
The flaming Beau may rattle through the Ctreets, 
tnd pa; with Privilege the Trade (man's Debts ; 
ile Spouſe at home, avhoſe Finaneſs has undone her, 
ler Jewels pawns for Sharper s Debts of Honmur : 
Harpers from Bubbles tos Elates may fin1, 
#nd keep the Coaches that they"ve rid behind... 
Our Chiefs abroad may mount the Winter Trench, 
ile Grooms at home <with HMagers back the French : 
arties 'gainſt Parties tao may ſtrain the Law s, 
— each pretend their Country ts their C auſe ; 
en if their Murmuriny; ſecret Spring you traces 
's who enj1ys, not who acts TrORG 11 piace , 
* when diſputed Profit's not iti way, 
un fee haw nicety Paints are bf by ti Opera 


A 3 No, 


vi F-01400 UF. 


Nr, faith! All forts of Men, and Manncrs may 
From th. f. lofi Scenes ga unnreprovd away. x 
From laut Experience bang. ve eie ti ol4 Rule 
Of Pr: fit with Di. Be: Tour Pur, 's== 51 
da clear of Sta, aud crit C. ina 
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RIVAL FOOLS. 


ATI. SCENE I. 
SCENE Sir Olver's IIouſo. 


Enter Sir Oliver Outwit, a. 2: Oarnit, 


LE 


v. Out. 7 Seel R, I'm no Bov, I have been 
e Age this Halt yvcar. 
* | Sir OJ. Whky then, Sir, you 
ed; have been fit to live by your 
Wit, theſe two Y cars. 

V. Out. Wits, Sir! 

Sir OJ. Wits, Sir, ay, Wits, Sir! and a very good 
Allowance tco ; [ ſhall be ſorry to £n4 I have tpent 
my time in getting a Fool, thou Kknow'lt all I have 
was got by my Wits. And can't thou own thyielt to 
egene;ate, as to tell me thou wantit Money at thy 
Tears? Why, I nevcr'oficr'd to tell my Father ſo irom a 
School-boy. 

Y. Out. You had very good Luck ſure, Sir; pray 
how did you live ? 

Sir O“. Why, as a Gentleman ſhould live, by my 
Wits, Sir. 

Y. Out. There are indecd a great many ſuch Gentle- 
men about the World, Sir; bat Men oi Honour and 
Fortune call em Sharp.rs and Scoundrels. 

A 4 Sir Os. 
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Sir Ol. 'Pſhaw ! ſome few rich Fools that have pai 
for their Experience of good Company may rail x 
'em perhaps; (Loſers muſt have leave to ſpeak, 50 
know :) but we that are witer know the Uſe and Value 
of an ingenious Man. 

V. Out. Well, Sir, fince you own you have made z 
plentiful Eſlate of your Ingenuity, I hope you will le 
your Poſterity be the better for't. 

Sir Ol. Ay, ay, that I will; why, thou ſhalt have 
my very original Receipt to make 1uch another For 
tune by. 

Y. Out. Pray, let's hear it, Sir. 


Sir OJ. Why, Sir, I had no ſooner bruſh'd into the | 
World, but the firit Degree I took in thriving, was to | 


lay cloſe Intelligence for wenching ; cou'd give this 
Lord, or that rich Citizen a true Catalogue ot all the 
Maidenheads between Charing-Cro/5 and Alagate, how 
many lay amongſt Chambermaids, how many in the 
Exchange (:ho' very few there, I muit confels) ; and hoy 
many at the Boarding-Schocl. 
— V. Oat. But, Sir, in our Age this is called 
Pimping. 

Sir O/. Sirrah! I got many a round Sum by it, 
when my Father would not give me a Groat—— 
Then, Sir, I was in with all the top Gameſters, and 
when there was a fat Squire to be fleec'd, I had my 
Office among them too; and tho? I ſay it, was one d 
the neateſt Operators about Town. 


Y. Out. Why, this was turning downright Sharper, 


Sir. 
Sir 02 Turning a Penny, Sirrah! I liv'd, I lid 
did not I live, Fool? I buiiled, I itirrd, I was as buly 


as a Bee, had all the World to rove in, and cull'd a | 


Maintenance from every Flower; traverſe, make 
Loney, Sirrah, and when you've taſted it, corfel 
*ich me, that ſtolen Sweets are belt. 
Y. Out. And was this your Courſe of Life, Sir. 
Sir OJ. Till I grew old and purſy, and then | 
grew in Men's Opinions. too, and Confidences; then 
they began to put things call'd Executorſhips upon me, 
tne Charge of O:phanz, little harmleſs Animals, 
that 


* 
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hat I chuck'd under the Chin, and bound out to Felt- 
makers and Fiſhmongers, to make 'em loſe and work 
away their Gentry, diſguis'd their tender Natures with 
hard Cuſtom, and ſo in time brought 'em to an utter 
[gnorance of what they were born to. 

v. Out. Well, Sir, ſuppoſe I ſhould get leave of 
my Conſcience to reſolve upon this Courle of Lite, 
what Security have you, that I ſhall'nt make ev'n you 
the firſt Example of my Ingenuity ? 

Sir Ol. Ah! do that, and thou'lt win my Heart for 
ever : No, no, that were too great a Comfort to expect 
thou ſhould'it gull me: Alas! I'm a great way out of 
thy depth, I can't hope for that Bleiling thele three 
Years. 

v. Out. Since you provoke me, I'll try in two Hours 
for all that. [ A/ide. ] You'll part with nothing then at 
preſent, Sir. 

Sir OJ. Not a ſingle Teſter. 

V. Out. If a Man ſhou'd aſk your Bleſſing, Sir, in 
this Humour, I ſuppoſe you'd refuſe him. 

Sir O/, Let me but hear thouliveſt by thy Wits once, 
and thou ſhalt make thy own Terms with me. Let 
me firſt have a Proof, that if I ſhou'd give thee Land 
thou haſt Wit enough to keep it: If not, thou art no 


Son of mine Then prithee why ſhou'd I ſup- 
port thee ? And now thou know'ſt my Humour 
vaniſh, vaniſh, and never let me ice that un- 


comfortable Face of thine, till thou can'tt ſhew me a 

Shilling of thy own getting. 
V. Out. Sir, I'll endeavour to deſerve your good O- 
pinion, Exit. 
Sir Ol. The ſooner, Sir, the better Ah! if 
ene cou'd but recall Youth again, what a {weet Penny 
might a Man make of 8 But I'm too 
old now, and reduc'd, I fear, to the laſt ingenious 
Exploit, 1 ſhall ever be able to go through with: If 
can marry my Niece to Sir Gregory Gave, and by that 
means ſecure one Fourth of her Fortune to my own ule, 
which he has compounded for; i'll een ſhake hands 
with the World, give over Bulinels, and when [ can 
1 cheat 
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cheat no longer, turn honeſt, and fall ſaſt aſleep in 
my great Chair. 


Sers. Sir, heic's Sir Cann Gy d ſires to ſpeak 
with you. 


Sir O.. Shew him up, Fil wait upon him in an | 


Initant. [Ex- 


Futer di Gregory Goole, a Cunningham 
ST . 100. 7 (a i. my * n Fl 


Sir Greg. Well, dear Curie 1 wiih [ may | 
never laug h again, it thou art noc the reaianteſt Com- 
| 


1 


| ANIVN. THAT ever DOT TOC 1 a Tancy. tC comers | 
Prithee er 80 Cn W 1! h thy 15 10 r | Giri: RY ms Lite 
thou vi. It ths tc olith 3 Nuts; Vitko Noie Ct lis A 4itreis 


at laſt. Prithee go on. 

Cun. Did ever Gudgeon {te io greedily ? And ſo, 
Sir. as 1 told y ou, [ning myiclt ue.reiately in love 
with this Lady, an tent! by Intimes more io, When 
I heard ſhe was to be married: another; I fiwoatlak 
there was no hips of my ever zpcaliing a word to her, 
but by even tacking mytelt as a mitcrable Companion 
to the 1mpertinent Coxcomb, that I Knew was deſigud 
for her Huſband. 

Sir Greo. Ha, ha! Well, | ſwear that was f 
archly contri'd ; What, and fo this coxconib! ly Foo 
of a Rival took tice along with him to viſit her! hu, 


ha, ha! 


Cun. I vow; Sir CGregoi, your App: ren FE n 15 o 


quick, there's no {u;priking you with any thing. 

Sir Grm. Fla, ha! I kriow-T he u 'd 3 the ic Jet; 
but that ſenſclets Rogue of à Rib tat cou'd think 
2 Man of 09 Ingen, iy would * 5 company with z 
Fool for nothing. 

Cun. Right, Sir, but if there were no Fools, you 
know, half the Wits of the World wou'd be flary'd. 

Sir (rep. Faith! and al: true again; and there 
fore what a Comfort it is v-hen we ingenious Men take 
2 friendiv Care cf one anotlicr— ut here comes 

ne old Knight my Uncle in Law. 


F ater 


| 


| 


— 
- LI 
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Euter Sir 0 liver. 

Sir Ol. Sir Grecory C, 1 am your moſt lLumble 
ervant: Is this Genileman your Frient, Sir? 

Sir Gg. I am his 1 vir Olla, and that's 


* 


much at one, you kno 

Sir OJ. Sir, he's Welcome May I cra\ 
his Name? 

Sir Greg. Yourg Ciuniinlum, a No Gentl; man, 
one that has lived among our Famity of tie Gore 
ever ſince 1 _ tell hoc tore; ve ell Pri to have 
him; between you and 1, tir, ! 1a f 
pleaiant Cur an" a Wit, that foie: of: our Name are 
gone to Law tor kim oe it happens 
to be my Furn to have him: Not but, as nion its 
are, he's coniun.ed char! FORE, tha can part wih 
him when l have a miud tet; tony ule him at pie- 
ſent by way of giving miei an Air or o, wil my 
Marriage is over, and then lil have nothing to do 
with v. It As long as I live \\ ell, bu: V "Eres 
this Niece Of y urs, wo L 714155 In Ia nn al be: 
When will ſne be viſtble: — for y 0u-Uvu'c fuppon 
buy a Pig in a Poke ture, ic hee let's ogle her a bi: 

Sir O“. You'll pardon mY Caution, Sir, the has been 
ud to ren raint; had me been cah to be ſcen, rerhaps 
you had never ſecnher: there's many a ben gay hing 
cal'd An' t like your Honcur, many actor Lord that lic 
in wait for her, and then lap, at ; ly 
Counteſs, and undone ; it has been many u por gang 
Woman's Mi fortune! Tit whets him to ner. LA.. 

Sir Crer. O law! What is fe fo crucl haudſome 
then? Dear Lir. pray let's clap up'the Wdding im- 
mediate!y: Are you {ure {he 1> lor Holen alrtad , 
Hark! harl; ! f 

Sir Ol. What's the niatter? 


Sir EF a F. ob ee He \ 1 8 1 ! * a - 79 > Tart 
LEES erer Ont il NAT ges D, C4 ? 4 m 176, 


does to the IIa ut me: Are you {ure i'r 
Houſe, Sir? 

Sir OI. That Doubt, Sir. hall be rea immedi. 
del) Wo's there; Deke nu ice to wal! 


hither \ndnow bl thin on; 


# 
j 
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fall give her a Taſle cf your Wit before you ſee her, 
we'll have a little Sport with her. 

Sir Greg. O dear, how, pray ? Pray let's have it, 
for I love Sport cruelly, 

Sir O]. Why thus, Sir, when my Niece comes in, 
you ſhall hide behind the Arras, and l'll preſent your 
Friend to her in your ſtead, if your Friend will do uw 
the Favour to ſtand for you. 


Sir Greg. *'Pſhaw ! He ſhall ſtand for any thing, 
why, his Supper lies in my Breeches here; by this | 


Light he ſhall faſt elle. 

Sir OJ. Then, Sir, when he has ſpoken the Pro. 
logue to your Love, up flies the Curtain, and out ſlan 
you, the very Play itſelf; how will ſhe be dazled then; 
how will ſhe bluth, and frown, and imile again, then 
laugh, and own herſelf to be wcoed, and won victori- 
oully. 


Sir Greg. Well! I'll fay it, this will be the curiouſel 
Fun in the World. 


"_ 


** 


Sir OJ. Hiit! Here ſhe comes To your Pol, 
Sir. | 
Sir Grez. O lay! Now ſhall I bite my Lips through 
for tear of laughing. [ Ext. 


Sir OJ. I'm given to underſtand you are a Wit, Si, 

Cun. Jam one that Fortune ſhews but ſmall Favour 
to, Sir. 

Sir O. Gcod—— And to tell you the truth, I an 
taken with a Wit, Sir. | 

Can. Fowlers catch Woodcocks ſo : Don't ſhew z 
Wit your weak Side, Sir. 

Sir OJ. Hah ! a ſmart Fellow, faith, 
loſe his Dinner than his Jeſt. 
2 Wit the beſt of all things. 

Cun. Always except yourſelf, Sir. 

Sir O/. Hah! he has bobb'd me twice now, all in: 
Breath. But here comes my Niece——you know your 
Buſineſs with her. | 

Can. With a Woman, Sir, 'tis een the very ſame i 
was five thouſand Years ago; no Feol can mils it. 
Sir O]. Mum. 


he*ad rather 
I ſay, Sir, I love 


Exti- 


er ©, e #FÞ 


898 2 29 — 
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Enter Niece and Governeſs. 


Niece, you muſt give me leave to recommend this Gen- 
dleman to your Affection. 

Cun. Don't mock me, For tune. [ Aide. 

Sir OI. How do you like him? Hum, hum. 

[ Laughs. Afide. 

Niece. What means this Riddle, Cunningham ? [Hide] | 

As he is your Choice, vir, | can't but give him wel- 


come. 

Sir O/. To her, to her, Man Ha, ha! 

Cun. I hope, Madam, your Good nature will put 
a right Conſtruction on this Attempt to ſee you, tho' 
had I time to tell you how, you'd find it more my 
Fortune's doing than my Forwardnets. 

Niece. | muſt humour this, to find the Rite on't. 
[Afide.) As you are my Unkle's Choice, Sr, I give 
you a ſincere and hearty Welcome: W hat he com- 
mands me I ſhall ever chearfully obey. 

Can. You heard he did command you. 

Sir Ol. Ha, ha! the Rogue does it rarely. 

Nzece. And therefore, Sir, I yield my Hand — 

Cun. Your Lip [ Kiſſes her. 

Niece. And may in time my Heart. [Kis her Hand. 

Sir OJ. Hold, hold, Sir, your part goes a little too 
fa not ſo teelingly. 

Cun. My Joys are Mockerie: doubly fo I 
fear ; for all ſhe ſaid might be as well the Act of her 
Obedience, as real Inclination It ſhe has Love, 
I have a Thought will ſearch it. [ Afrde. 

Sir OJ. Ha, ha! Well, Niece, and fo you really 
think him a very pretty Fellow ? 

Niece. Sir, from my Heart I thank you for him: 
Had my own Eye been ſet at liberty to make a publick 
Choice, it cou'd not have done more to pleaſe my 
Heart, than your Indulgence has. 

vir Ol. Nay then, Girl, what wilt thou ſay, when 
I ſhew thee him I've really choſen Alas! poor 
Niece ! this is but the Scabbard of the Man I mean 
for thee ; but now I draw the ſhining Blade, ſhall glit- 
ter in thy Eyes, and picrcs thee thro”. 


Niece 3 
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Nicce. What mean ycu, Sir? 
Sir Ol. What ho! dir Gy2591% / Approach my Lad 
of thouſands. 


Euter Sir Gregory, ſirutti 

Sir Grcg. Who call me; 

Nice. What Notion's this!“ What Limber jointed 
Baby! Why he moves by Wires, Sir! a meer Wooden— 
Tumbler. | have icen Children play with ſuch. 

Sir O“. Don't bea Fool, I tell you thi: is the Gen: 
tleman. 

Nice. This! Fie, Sir! When I was a Girl 1 
us'd to bring me home 1 prettier Husband than 8 
upon the 1 of Ce Ota Sugar - Cake. 

Sir O!. Is the Devil in thee Speak to her, 
Sir OE e£2/ . 

Sir Grcg. Ay, now you ſha'l fee, I'll fetch her about 
preſently, Madam. l 

Riece. 1 9 d vou ipe ak with me, Sir? 

Sir Greg. Srcak with you, Sir! 

Nice. E you any thing to ſay, Sir? 

Sir Greg. Roir-Toity 1. You ate io ſnap, and ſo 
ſnhort, Forſcoth: Vhy, Mhat a duce do People uſe 
to ſpeak to Folks, and have nothing to fav to 'em? 

Niece. Nay there are fach Fools, Sir, but perhaps 
you are of another fort: But, ROWCVEr, et me hear 
what you have to jay, an] it | don't girs vau a very 
particular odd tort of an Ariwer, tay Jam no Woe 
man: Come, come, let's hear what you have to ſay! 

Sir Greg. Pole, Batbie, why your Tongue runs 
ſo fait, Madam, that you won't let me put in a Syl 
lable. 


8 


Nie Th WT * nen Sir, to [ve Cale „Ou, 1 d Ce know 
1, 


what 50 V. 5 4 lay . 


_— wy M ! ! T5 v * ? — = * 5 * A 
Sir Greg, Very well! ny then I ay that a 
. ©. 3 ccc wil a 
1 82 } eln. — EH ry ” 434 L v Zoing TY 4+ / _ on 
NOW. 


Niece. Wo 5 Si am dum). 

Sir Cg Wu d then 1 fav, alen 
Niece. 1 know what you weu'd ſ Ly 51. 
Sir Greg. What the Devil! before Ie pen Py \1outi. 


| 


| 


— — — ++ ow 


NE ĩ ?? Cour 


G 


W 


b. 
hi 


5 


ut 


"+a... 


The RIVA, Fools. 1 5 


' \ y AN , . * 

IT .. Don PN One me, IIuſly, for Once more 1 
tell vou thi is toe Gentleman. 

Alec. O pray Sir, don't impoſe on me fo erg 
This is the Xlau., i'm tare; you really mean for me 

Sir O.. Ons! yon won't periluade me Cut * n 
Genfes, will you ? 

C::. Now to try her home. 1 

Bn : | _ L. . 

Nicce. Look YOu, A Ke, I will allow vou tac W; it, 
Tis manage a 0 well a any A! n ot your Years; 
but when an 3 ur grou 1.4 e, You know, you ſhould 
really give it over, 

Sir 67 What the Dil hall J do with her ? 

Can. [ io 7 Gi „ i never ia Comelineſs and 
Good-H um ur join'd v<lore, 

(3271; N av, 3 IV of! . how can vou oer theſe 
Word- ro Ui Old! EXT mon? 

Nie h Sir, it you a Are re buty — —— [ - Can. 

Gov. Why Ih ywrow, Boldjace?: Ts that you: Xlan- 
ners to interrupt a Uent.cinan When he's »rivate. 

Azece * 8 f ＋ — 

Cun. Away 2 * here's Fifty-one's worth 
Fifteen kundreod of the | 

Gy. Why, gert * Ou ge ne, 1 ſa: —T heſe gidd &* 
Girls are ſo vain, there's no giving em 
Anſwer. 

Can, Av, ay, give me Years and Underſtan ding, 
the Impertinence oi Youth's intolerable: Come, come. 
nc'er duigulſe it, I know „Od ATC A oem ng Woman 
yet. 

Gov. Ay, in troth, a handſome . ang Gentleman 
m__ do much, I think, Sir. 

Car. Did not tell v cu to? 

02. And | 1hou'd play mv part, I believe, er 1 
were ung! Ha | 

Niece. Ti Nee intolerahle. dt]! I will 


move him or remove him 


2 ; ea 


Can. Your Pardon, Madam 


| + 
mY „ * bk %.S&4.4 ++ 411448 


buſy 
Niece. Inſolent 


— RTPEY 
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Sir Ol. Why, did not I tell thee, Child, this wa; 
none cf thy Gentleman No we have nettled the 
Baggage. 

Sir Greg. Av, Madam, was not you told before, 
that I was the Perſon that you were to ſet your Hear: 
upon? 

Niece. Sir, let me ask a thouſand Pardons. Twas 
the Error of my Obedience, not my Judgment. Pray 
let me view the Gentleman nearer, Unkle, I ſcarce 
have ſeen him yet; I only humm'd him over at firſt, 
as Lawyers do a Bill in Chancery. Where were my 
Eyes! upon my Life a handſome Gentleman : agree- 
able, now I diſtinctly read him. 

Sir Greg. [Strutting] Tum, tum. [ Sings. 

Niece. Say he be a little too ſhambling in his Gait, 
a Dancing-Malter will ſoon bring that to an eaſy Negli- 

ence, that all your fine Gentlemen are ſo fond of: 

ell dreſs'd, ſtrait Limbs, and two manly Calves, 
(if they are but his own) that look as if they wou'd 
not ſhrink at the ninth Child. 

Sir Greg. Tum, tom, dum. 

Niece. A Voice too, ſurprizing ! 

Sir Greg. Tum, tum, dum. [ Louder 

Niece. Where was my Judgment ? 

Sir Greg. Tum, tum, dum. 

Niece. Well, I ſhall be the happieſt Woman breath- 
ing. Pray, Sir, make my peace with him: J am un- 


. 
| 


——_—_— * 


der all the Confuſion in the World, to think I cou'd * 


receive him fo rudely. 

Sir Ol. D'ye hear, Sir Ces? D'ye hear? D'ye 
hear ? all's over ; ſhe begs your pardon : Stick to her: 
Cloſe, cloſe, you Wag, and don't give her a Moment 
time to cool again. 

Cur. [ Afide ] Contuſion ! but to ſhew my ſelf con- 
cern'd might ruin me. 

Sir Greg. Madam, I am the very humbleſt of your 
Foot-balls; and I wiſh I may never be married, Ma. 
dam, if I am not forry for your Sorrow : But if ever | 
truſt that old Gentleman's Wit, to play the Fool with 
any Miſtreſs of mine again, I'll give you leave to call 
me a Rhinoceros, And now we are Friends, —_— 

t's 
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ers e'en join Hands, and revenge our ſelves upon that 


Rogue Cunningham. that had like to have ſet us toge- 
| her by the ears: I'll ſpoil his Markets with the old 
Gentlewoman, I warrant you. 
| Niece. With all my heart, Sir. 
Sir O/. Well, Sir, do you thrive? How goes your 
Suit forward? 
| Can. Soft and fairly, Sir.— I'm taking meaſure 
' for the Widow's Mind, and hope to fit a Man to it 
| ſhortly. 
Cv. Who wou'd have dreamt of a yourg Morſel 
| at this time of Day? to ſee how unlook'd for Things 
will happen. 
Sir Greg. Widow, don't truſt him; Widow, he's a 
younger Brother; he will ſwear and lye like a French- 


Gazette; he has not one Shilling in the World, and 
lives upon his 1s page like an Ob/erwator. 

Gov. And I tell you, Sir, he brings more Content 
to a Woman with that Nothing, than he that brings 
his Thouſands with a falſe Heart. 

Niece Give you Joy of your good Fortune, Sir, 
ha, ha 

Sir OI. And pray. Sir, make my Houſe your own ; 
I ſee you are a Man of Wit, Sir, and I honour you. 

Cur. Sir, I thank you —— Come Widow, now, 

To cloſer Converſe let's retire, 
And rake the Embers of De fre. Exeunt. 

Niece. So! he's reiolv'd to fland it, I fre. [Exit. 


Enter VJ. Qutwit, Sir Threadbare Gentry, a Priſcian' 


v. Out. Are we all fit? 

Sir Thr. To a Hair, Sir. 

V. Out. And are you perfect, Doctor Pri/ian ? 

Priſ. Al ungneam, Daemigs. 

V. Out. Very well; but will your Conſcience bate 
ncthing, ſay you, of a whole Share for your Wife, 
While Ine does nothing lor'; ? 

Sir Thr. Look you, Sir, my Wife's ready, had the 
been called, and, like a Soldier, expects her Pay, whe- 
ther ſhe fights or not 


Pri/. Faith for theſe fire Years, Ego poſſum probare, 
| 1 
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T have had a hungry ſtarving Share with 'em, and fhs 
has always had an equal Share with me. 

V. Out. What! Preſent, or not preicat ? 

Priſ. Refidens, aut non refitens, por fidim. 

V. Out. Prithee, my Dear PV i gu maribus, hold 
vour tongue, or II depoſe you from hall your ſhare | 
preſent!'y : Tho” your /i & bac Tarpis, & qui mii | 
Diſcipulus Brains, (that never got any thing but by Ac. 
cidence and Uncertainty) allow'd her ſhare, mutt I & | 
it, that bring you grounded Concluſions of Wit; he. | 
reditary Rules for my Father to get by ? | 

Sir Thr. Sir, if you ta'k til Domeldav, my Wik | 
mult have her ſhare. | 

V. Out. The Rogues find I can't do without 'em, 
and I muſt comply. 

Sir 7hr. Are you content? 

V. Out. I mutt be, it ſeems Odſo ! here come; 
my Father. Priſcian, you beg firſt ; take care you 
don't blunder now, for he has tome Ends of Latin, I 
can tell you but don't fear him; if I find you 
are ſtuck, I'll pop in to relieve you. (Exit, 


Enter Sir Oliver, and Sir Gregory. 


Sir OJ. Pſhaw, Nephexv, (for fo I'll venture to call 
you now) if you have met with no greater Diſcourage- 
ment than what you mention, your Buſineſs is done, 
Sir, ſhe's your own. 6 

Sir Gez. Faith, Sir, I told you the worſt ; for! 
put her fairly to't, and felt her, as fir as 1 durſt, and 
her ſtrongeſt Repulſe was, that ſhe {aid ſhe wiſli'd there 
were a little more of the Soldier in me, that, upon cc 
caſion, I might have Courage enough to beat a Raſcal, 
for putting her into a Lampoon, or ſo. 

Sir Ol. O that's but reaſonable —————why you 27! 
ſtrong enough to break a Head, I believe. 

Sir Greg. Why, Faith, I believe I cou'd, if a Fel. 
low were to ſtand fair, and J were pretty ſure he wou'd 
not rike again. 


Sir O/. Can't you practiſe a little upon a Tavern 


Drawer, or a Box-keeper at the Play-Houſe ? 
Sir Greg. O no! hang 'em, they are ſuch filver 


tongu'd 


woes 2 


— 
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tongr'd Rogues, there's no fixing a ſingle fancy Word 

upon em But if Courage were to be told, I'm fure I 
have a Heart that wou'd give as much tor't as &er a 
Gentleman that blos. 

Sir OJ. Breaths, breathis, that's the proper Phraſe, 
Sir. 

Sir Greg. Blows, I ſay, blows for a Soldier, Sir— 

Sir 01. Ay, tor a Soldier, | grant: „gu. 

Sir Greg. Sud allem 3 whole Buſhelof Bullets. 
and good round ones too, but I'll have lomething of 
ine Soldier in * 

— Thr. Will you on and beg. or ſteal and be hang'd? 

r Greg. A lictle of the Scholar too, ſhe hinted; 
1 told her, Learniug war not a thing for a Gentle- 
man to trouble © hits Heal about. 

Pri, Sarvete Domi ui beni gulhmi, muftenti mi. 

Sir O.. rat te diets ad 19s 8 te ſalvere. 
Nay, Sir, we have Latiz in us, and other Metal too: 
Now, Sir, you thall ſee me talk with this Fellow. 

Sir Gg. Ad! I cou'd find in my heart co talk 
with him too, if] cou'd but urderitand him. 

Priſ. Chari Hr: Ha Meet que Domini, ex abundantia 
caritatis wile, oftite brovitte in me 1} unn mn, panfperem, 
mierum, omi ch atioe exulom. 

Sir 07. Upon my Faith, Sir, a very deep Scholar! 
but 1'11 to hi; 71 Lage. TR 

Sir Greg, Pray, Sir, does he beg or ſteal this Lan- 
Tuage ? oi hat? why he may cali one Fool, for ought 
| know, ay. 1a Man never the wier. 

dir 07. Ile bes, he wal Sir. 

Pri: Ecce Doarine ; Ecce in gculis lacremoerum fumen. 


R ES F a : 5g 4 1 OY * 4 * ; ; 2 7” : » I * 
e, anos, ſitiſ ue, Sin mne a? F Roc jẽ &S ind: - 


Sir Of, Audi tu bonus focius: tu es ſehnlafticus, fic in 
UT. T9 fucian A; Cit ME? "f 11.70; ob. mind Sie. 
now Il fetch himup, you ſhall ice—A hum, a hum. 

Sir Greg. Well, | have been fetch'd up an hundred 
umes for tis, hg: ye t COU d never learn halt 10 much. 

Sir OJ. Audi . 1 tne i Arguriontum ! Ne- 
men eff Wien. x | 72. 
lam, hum Nhe Aten. % d ? 
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V. Out. [ Preping] Step in, ſtep in, the Raſcal's ou; 
of his penn'd Speech, and can go no farther. 

Sir Ol. Cur non 1e/pondes, Domina? 

Pri, Oh! Deomine, tanta mea e NMiſcria. 

V. Out. O! he's in again. 

Priſ. Ut nocte mecum pernotat Egeſtas, luce quutigit 
paupertas habitat, | 

Sir Ol. Sed quod eft tibi Nomen? & guis dedit, rt. 
Sponde Argumentum. 

Pri/. A hem, a hem. 

Y. Out. He's dry, he hems again, on quickly. 


Euter Ser Threadbare. 


Sir Thy. Courteous Gentlemen, if the Brow of a mi. 


litary Face may not be offenſive to your generous Eye. 
balls, let his Wounds ſpeak better than his Words, tor 
ſome ſmall Branch, or the leaſt Sprig of Charity to be 
Planted upon this poor barren Soil of a Soldier. 

Sir OJ. Why, how now! What, Arms and Art 
both go a begging ? 

Sir Greg. Pray, let me give 'em ſomething, and be 
gone; for if any Diſpute ſhou'd happen among us, | 
am able to anſwer neither of 'em: tor this Iron and 
Steel Tongue of his is full as crabbed to me as other's 
Latin. 

Sir O/. Stay, ſtay, Sir, I'll talk with em a little 
firſt : let me alone with em, I'll examine both, I' 
try whether they live by their Wits or no. 

Sir Greg. Ay! if ſtarving be living, you may ſee 
they do. 

Sir O,. And what? Do you both beg together then 

Pril. Cunjun dis manibus prafecto, Domine. 

dir Tr. With equal Fortunes, Sir, equal Diftribu- 
tion, there's not the breadth of a Sword's Point uneven 
in our Diviſion. 

Sir Greg. Well! to fee what two rich Qualities are 
here calt away upon two poor Fellows? ad | warrant 
if a Man cou'd buy theſe Creatures now, and might 
but kill 'em, and boil 'em down to a Jelly, and take 3 
Porringer of em faſting every Morning, they wou'd ſo 

ſtrengthen 


n—_— 


—ů —— — - np 
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ſtrengthen one's Underſtanding, that in a Month's time 
one might be fit for a Biſhop, or a General. | 

Sir Gl. Come, Sir, join your Charity with mine, 
and we'll make em up a couple of Pence between us. 

Sir Greg. Why, it a Man cou'd but have a Penny- 
worth for his Penny, I did not care how much I laid 
out with em. 

Y. Oat. Save you, Gentlemen! Theſe Beggars are 
o troub!eſome there's no paliing the Streets for em. 

Sir Thr. Generous Sir, do not deſpiſe our Miſery. 
we were not born to beg | 

Priſ. Ante obitum felix nemo, /apremague Fata. 

Y. Out. Pray, Gentlemen, what are they; 

Sir O.. Faith, Sir, as you fee, Mars and Mercury, 2 
-uple of poor Planets that 7upiter has turn'd out of 
their Sphere to live by their Wits, and we were juil 
about a Spark of Charity to kindle 'em a new Fire. 

V. Oat. Hold, Sir! not but I commend vour De- 
ſign, but wou'd not have your Charity abus'd by the 
Unceſervins. Wich is he that profeiles the Soldier? 

Sir Ol. He, Sir, that has liv'd to ſhame the World 
with his Profeffion, witneſs the dangerous and unre- 
warded Life he has ic! in it theſe pair of half ſcore 
Years. 

V. Out. In what Service have you been 
pardon my Incerruption, Gentlemen? 

Sir Ol. Pray go on, Sir you ſcem to underſtand 
em. 

Sir Tr. The frſt Service, Sir, that fluſit me a Sol 
dier, was that memotable Battle at Aa xar in Barbary, 
nere the noble Fg, Stukely fell; aud where that 
roya! Porta au Se dean ended luis Life. 

Y. Out. Um This can be no Counterfeit. 

Sir OJ. I don't think you'll find him one, Sir. 

Y. Ot. Bat. Str. methinks you don't ſhew the Marlxs 
of a So'dier! Have you brought home no Scars to be 
your Chronicie ? 

Sir Thr Sic, I have Wounds, and many, but in 
choſe Par s V here Nature and Humtanity bids me bluili 
0 ( f⁰⁵²αe em | 

V. Out. Come, Sir, I'll try your Scholar too; I'll 

ſce 


You'll 
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V. Out. With a Groat, Sir? O! give 'em nothing. 
a thouſand times rather give 'em nothing: For my 
part, | own their Mistortunes have touch'd me deeper, 


and tho” I have little but my Wits to live by Here, 
Friends, here's half | have in the V orid for you; tour 
Angels to guide you to your Lodgings; a poor Gentle— 
man's Good WII at Icafl. 

Priſ. Al! (ati: f. ume Domine,  pratias 
71 Pint xi, εααν tems ti Weep, 
Sir Ol. Sir C.,. Is i but an indiflerent Example 
for us. 

V. Ou. Let me not live if whe very Joy: cf theit 
Relief dees not Uraw the cars zuto their inauly Eyes! 
| can't bear the fliock.— lere, Gemlemen, there's the 
ell for you, take Puric and a 
to ſerve you. 

Sir OJ. Me ſhall be undone!) Now where's my Wit? 

Sir Gyre. Puh! Vox of vat! when a Gentleman ha: 
Money; there, You ingenious Curs you, there's the 
Devil and all Ur vou- ome, come, Sir Nunklc, 
dun with your Duil—t nave givin em tive Pieces. 

dir Ol. Why, then there's as man I know the 
Value of a Man of Wir, Sir. 


2 I'm Lorry "Us Bot tull 
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Sir Ol. Like enough! Sharp's the Word! we'll hays 
half ours too. 

Y. Out. D've hear, Friends I muſt beg you 
pardon, here's a ſmall Go'd Crown, that lay conceal'y 
in my Fob, that I had like to have wrong'd you of 
but now you have all, I can aſſure you, 

Sir OJ. Ahum! hum! Bruſh off, Bruſh off, thi 
Fellow's bewitch'd. 

Sir Greg. O lilly ſhallow-brain'd Cur ! 

[Exit Sir Oliver and Sir Gregory, 

Sir Thy, So, here's ten Pieces for a Breakfaſt, Boy, 

V. Out. Pſhaw! a Trifle! a By-blow, only f 
Mirth's ſake ! But we muſt have better Purchaſe, Lad 
Now I want a fourth Perſon for another Project that 
have ripen'd. 

Sir 74r. My Wife's your Man, Sir. 

Y. Out. Have you any Breeches for her ? 

Prif. Sir, ſhe has worn nothing elſe ſince ſhe wa 
married, | can witneſs, figuratively ſpeaking. 

Sir Thr. Hold your peace, Trope But to f 
truth, ſhe does not fear the Crack of a Piſtol; 
ſay ſtand to a Grazier. 

Priſ. Probatum fuit prefecto, Damine. 

V. Out. Good ! Let her be at the Rendezvous in he 
Nlaſculine Gender. My Father has a young Nephes 
coming up from the Univerſicy, whom he defigns fr 
Orders; Eaſy Maſter Credulous Outwit——we'll met 
him at the Town's-end. 

Sir Thr. And rob him 

V. Out. No, but he ſhall rob one of us, and that 
ſhall rob my Father of an hundred Pieces to bring hin 
off, and make him thank me for taking fo little: Fa 
there's the Ambition of my Wit, to live upon his pre 
feſt WI. at has turn'd me out to live by my Wits. 

Prif. Cam hirundins alis tibi regratulor. 

V. Out. A Man's Habit, a ſham Bag of a hundred 
Pound, tie Hour, the Place, the Action, ſhall be at 
Night agreed on. And now, my wite Father, you ſhall 
find l' pat my fender Portion out to Ioterent ; foil v0 
EC at your OWN Weapon. 


ed 
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And to confirm your ſelf in me Renate, 


Tl prove at leaſt my Wit's Legitimate. [E xeunt. 


4 The End of the Firſt Act. 
U eee 
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a ACT: 
& 
{| SCE N E Sir Oliver's Houſe. 
Enter Cunningham ale. 
vw | Can. As ever Man ſo fairly caught in a Trap 
of his own baiting ? No provok'd Waip 
dean de more troubleſome than this old Stump of a Wo- 
irs man I have drawn after me; I thought to have made 
I her my Stalking-Mare to Lucinda, and inſtead of that 
the Hag has clapt a Bic in my Mouth, and rides me 
be: like a Poſt-Horſe, and tis impoſſible to throw her; ſhe 
hey | flicks as cloſe as a Saddle—l had no way to get a Mi- 
. fr mute out of her Company but by telling her I was 
nen doubled with a Diabetes. O! the Devil 
Enter Gowerneſ;. 
tha Gov. Why, how now, Sweeting— What, a whole 
hin J lalf-hour from me? A young Man ſhou'd think every 
Fa Minute a Month in love. 
ore | . Can. Why, io I do, my Bird while I am 
s. | jour curſed Company. [ Afeae. 
C Eh! Bird! eh! if thou'lt be rul'd, I' build 
dred thee a comfortable ( /arickering) Neſt, that will land 
be u all Storms, you ſha'n't need to tear a Weather-wreck 
Gulf K your Fortune, and one day it may be youngling Sea- 
1 yo lon too, and then I hope to have thee always near me. 
Cun, A Pox of your Paſſion But heark you, 
Weeting ! Prithee tell me, has my good Friend, Sir 
FT B (rr e- 
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Gregory, any hopes of ſucceeding with his Miſreſs Ly. 


cia da? 

Gow. No, by my Faith, has not he, if you'll take 
my Word for't ; ſetting his V orthip aſide, in my mind, 
he looks like a Fool. 

Cun. Nay, faith, ne'er divide 'em for that matter, 
Fool and Worſhip are no ſuch Strangers now-a-days ; 
but my Meaning is, does ſhe give any hearty Encoy. 
ragement— Lo be plain, have they as fair hopes df 
one another, as (CA bleſs us) we have? 

Gov. Troth, I do not perceive any ſuch great For. 
wardneſs in her; he offer'd to kits her to-day, and ſte 
laid him over the Face with her Fan, made his Eye 
water bitterly——Tho' 1 with your Friend, the Knight, 
better for your ſake. | 

Cun. Why, I thank you, Bird and cou'd wih 
with all my heart, he were as ſtrongly ſure of her, a 
thou art of having me. LC)hucking her Chin. 

Gov. Eh! if thou didſt but ſpeak thy Heart now! 
Eh! he ſhou'd ſpeed ne'er the worie for't. And Il 
tell you, Bird, (for we'll have no ſeparate Secrets now) 
Mrs. Lucinda, my Charge, thinks well of you. 

Can. Ot me! for what, prithee ? 

Gov. Why a for my ſake, Child, ſhe knows 0f 
your good Will to me, and therefore, upon that ac- 
count, Honey, has taken a liking to thee ; when we 
pet into a Houſe of our own, Love, ſhe'll give usa 

it of Stuff, I believe; and if ever ſhe lives to be Goſſp, 
the Babe ſhall n't want a Coral, ſhe ſays. 

Cun. The Babe, quotha! ic will be a hopeful Man- 
drake, without doubt, that ſprings from our Conjunc- 
tion. Ad.. 

Gov. Ah! ſhe deſigns ſuch things for thee, if I dur 
but ſpeak. 

Cun. Nay, don't doubt my Secreſy, tell me. 

Gov. Oh, fye! you muſt not make me tell what 
Women ſay behind Men's backs, Child. 

Cun. O] you mult give me leave at leaſt to give her 
Thanks for't. 

Gov. No, no, that's my part; for you muſt con- 
nder, what the does for you is only for my ſake. 
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Cun. This is excellent IAI. 

Gxv. If you ſhou'd tell all that I open to you, 
you'll ſhame us both; you may kits your Hand to 
her at a dittance, and blut, or to, but I'll allow no 
nearer Conterence. 

Cun. Hey-day ! you'd be jealous then! 

Gzv. Jealous! Marry ! and there's no true Tove 
without it; look you, if you'll be rul'd, and not 
make things common, in time, | may tell you more. 

Can. Udſo! your Lady ! ſhe'll fee us. 

Gov. Pihaw ! no matter, ſhe'll be pleas'd with it 
—our Familiarity is her Content. 


Enter Niece and Simple, 
Niece. This from Sir Greoory, Sir? 
Cm. Yes, Madam Sac's a very pretty Creature. 


[ Ti. E's 


Mece. Do you belong to him, Sir? 
Sim. Yes, Madam a-hcm ! ſhe's a fine Woman, 


indeed 9 77 . *. 
Niece. Pray, Sir, in what Capacity? How the 
Fellow eyes me Lide. 


Sm. Madam, I am but his Gentleman ——a- hem! 

| [Sets himb/ell. 

Niece. And pray, Sir, what might be his Conceit in 
ending me this wrought Handkerchict ?— Still ta 
Cloſe | [ Ajede. Seciug Cun. and Gov. 

Lm. His Conceit, Madam, was, that as that hap- 
py Handkerchief enfolds your ſnowy Neck all Day, 
obe deũ res al Night to embrace it with his Knightiy 
Ams —— a- hem 

Niece. A notable Conceit, I promiſe you. 

dim. Madam, he has been cudgelling his Prains 
thele two Hours, to find a Preſent worthy your Lady- 
tips Acceptance——Madam, he was once ſending a 
ery fine Puppy to you. 

Mece. That, he might have brought himſelf. Ha! 

ſeems to obſerve me! This Fellow may be of uſe. 
Al fit you, Sir. [ Hd. 

Gov. Pray mind me, Honey! You do nothing but 

upon her, I think. 


B 2 Cun, 
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Cun. No, indeed, | was only obletving that fur 
cal Coxcomb, that Fool yonder. 

Gow. Don't tell me! what nced you look upon the 
Fool, when I'm here:; 

Cun. How familiar the Raſcal is? 22 

Sim. By the World, I believe ſhe likes me 22 

Nicce. Come, come, ne'er diſguite it“ this Preſen 
as above your Maiter's Fancy, 1 know it; your Wu 
had a Hand in't, I'm poſitive. 

Sim. O pray, Madam. Ledig a Blip 

Niece. Nay, nay, I mull know. 

Sim. Oh! O lay! Since you muſt know then, Mz 
dam, pray give me leave to aſk, why your Ladyſhy 
aſks, and you ſhall know. 

Niece. Nay, if it be your Naſter*:, I'm ſorry for; 
that's all. i 

Sim. Nay, then dcn't be uneaſy, dear Madam 

as mine. | | 
| Niece. Well! its extreamly pretiy ' I may depen 
upon't, as yours, Sir. 

Sim. I wiſh I may periſh, Madam, if Sir Green 
(for Maſtcr I'll call him no more, it I cou'd have it 
Honour to ſerve your Laiythip) had the leaſt ha 
In It. 

Niece. Then J am eaſy——Pray, Sir, tye it on ir 
me.—Bleſs me ! how white a tiand you have! 

Sim. O, dear Madam, and your Ladythip's Nec 
ſo near, I am aſham'd you ſhou'd look npon't. 

Niece. You certainly uſe Art with it. 

Sim. .naang, but Aimond-Powder, as I am al: 
ving Creature, Madam. 

Niece. Pray, Sir, what's your Name? 

Sim. Samuel Simple, Madam, 

Niece. Simple, What an innocent Sound it has '— 
heigh ho! | 

Sim. Well, ſhe's taken as ſure as can be. {46 

N:ece. Prithee tell thy Maiter one thing! that ne 
thing but a dull Vulcan wou'd have ſent a Mars to | 
the Spokeſman of his wcoing 
on's there ! 

Sim. It is all my own, as 1 live, Madam. 


N 
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Mice. Such Lips too what Dalliance mu!l in pi- 
row upon em 
2 Death ! ſhe courts the Coxcomb! 

Gov. Away, away, {ke does but fool with him. 

Niece. So | he's touch'd, I fre. [. %%] Come nega- 
rer, prithee, vou mult not be fo firange! What a loft 
Handful of Vleature's here! [ Takes his Had. 

Sim. I'll ſwear! and fo there 1: ! Well! there's no 
reſiſting 3 Pil cen take pity of her. 

Niece. Thy Xlaiter's Hand to thine, i-Bear's Skin 
duff d, compar'd to Down of Doves. O what a Pit. 
by for a Matien-Cacck were here lei me, are 
you married, Sir? 

Sim. No, I bei't frioully. 

Niece. Wil vou give me leave to ſend to von! 

Can. O Y omen ! Women! blind a+ the tate Love 
you're form'd fer. Deatn, fc doat> on him 

Gov. What's that to thee? Prithce nund her not, 
there be thote can deat as well i ine. 

Cur. AWay Burr. 

Gov. How ! 

Cuz. Hang off Fleſh-hocl:, fallcn thy iteby Claſp 
aon ſome dry Toad!tuol, that will kindle With these, 
and burn and ſtink together. 

Cv. Oh abominable! Why doſt not thou love me ? 

Cur. Avaunt S;corax Haunt me no more! Love ' 
the Devil! I tell thee, double Dotard, I tod thee bur 
# Phyſick to my dittemper'd Stomach, and now thou'rt 
up again, I loath thee filthily. 

Gov. Oh Villain! 

Cun. Dolt thou not ſee a Sight might turn all Lo— 
rers Brains, and make em curie the very 'I'toughts 
of Woman. 

Niece. Ha, ha, ha ! I think I have touch'd him now ; 
ha, ha, ha 
Sim, Ha, ha, ha 
Niece. Why do you laugh, Sir ? 

dim, Why only 'cauſe you laugh, Madam. Hi, 


ki, hi. 


Can. She has but mock'd my Folly ture, os finds 


dot yet the Boſom of my Purpo!c 
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Tl try er, and may chance to let her ſee, 

A Trick to mortify her Vanity. [Ex. Can, 

N:zece. | laugh to think of thy Maſter now; hoy 
Le'd ſtare and curſe if he knew of this. 

Sim. Ha, ha, I can't but laugh at him too: for to 
ſay the truth, tho' I ſay it, that ſhou'd not ſay it, he 
is but a Fool at the bottom. 

Niece. Well, Sir, for this time, you ſhall leave me, 
but don't you bcalt now how my toolith Tongue ha 
betray'd my Heart: be diicreet, and I'll ſend to you. 

Sim. You'll be ſure. 

Niece. If you're but ſilent. 

Sim. O! 'm mute as a Mouſe in a Cheeſe; or 
a Gooſe in a Hay-Reek; or a Fiſh in a Kettle; 2 
dumb as a dead Woman. 

Niece. We are obierv'd ; there's my Hand at part 


ing. 
Sim. And there's mine—Umh !===Good-by — 
Ah! [ Exit. 


Niece. So, Gowernc/e, I need not aſk where you 
have been. 


_ Gov. Oh, Child! never was Woman ſo abus'd. 
Simple Re-enters. 


Sim. D'ye hear, Madam, I had forgot to tell you 
It you think fit, I'll come and ſee you again in the 
Evening ? 

zece. By no mear.s, don't offer it till I ſend for 

eu. 

: Sim. Well, well; in the mean time, when Im 
gone, you may think of Things a little, as aꝛ⁊ 
Why, I may be convey'd by Stealth into your Cham- 
ber, or fo; VIl lie under the Bed till Midnight, n- 
ther than be, ſeen; or you may put me into one cf 
your Comb-Boxes; or whelm a Ciina-Baſon over me, 
or any thing: Ah! I can creep in at a little Hole. 

Niece. O] 1 durſt not venture for my Life; I charge 
vou on my Love, never offer to come again till I lend 
for you. | 

Sim. Well, well, Verbum ſat, as the Latin Saying 
is, A Wink tn the Wiſe is N01; —— WW; COT let the 
h right krow a Title of this. - Nrece, 
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Mice. By no means! that wou'd ipoil all: but pray 
be gene, We are laipected. | 

Ln. Well, well, tor the Tings that are paſt then, 
ye ee, let us—let us tell nobody of it, that we may 
keep em ſecret. [ [In MA hier. 

Niece. Well! now I'll make a frm 'I'ryal of your 
Love: As you love me then, not one Werd, Sigh, 
or Syllable more, but take your leave this Moment, 
and be gone. 

Sim. Um, gh. gh, um, gh. 

[Shuts I, Mouth, As unwilling, and Ex. 

Niece. Ha, ba, now do l tunty all Lovers are much 
the fame Fools. Livw now. Gawern'/s, What eating 
your Heart with your Eves: What's the Caule, pray? 

Gov. {Criing ) An! take thou Warning by my 
Misfortunes, the Cauie 1s falſe Nan, Child: Ah! La- 
dy, I nave been gulld with a ſhining Pebble for a Di- 
amond, a ve y Giuw-Worm, that I thought had 
Fire in't, and ic pioves as Cid and brittle as a broken 
Looking-Giats. 

Niccs. And how cord your Experience be ſo im- 
pos d upon, to think chat fuch a youtliul Spring could 
doat upon thy Autumn Furrows ? 

Gov. Oh! had you heard him but proteſt 

Niece. I ſhou'd have laugin'd at your Credulity ; 
didſt thou not ſee me mock thy Folly in wanton Imita- 
tion witn that Fooliſh Fellow? Cou'd'ſt thou be ſo 
dull? Alas thou wert but his Bait to fowl with, not 
the Prey; he Net, the Springe, the Stale to catch an- 
other Bird with. 

Gov. Nay, he call'd me Bird indeed. 

Niece. And thou fo blind not to perceive it was thy 
own Daugiter, that he loves——tuere lies his Siege, 
and thou wer't only taken as an Outworl to the Place : 
Examine and you'll find it to: Farewell — I'll vex 
him ſtill. [Aide] [ Ext. 

Gav. My Daughter! how! my own Fleſh and 
Blood my Rival! I'll rival her: Jil ferret her Aﬀec- 
ton with a Vengeance: A young fly Gipſy, has ſhe 
no Shame in her; no Senſe ot Modeſty ; is it ſo warm 
with her already ? Ah brutal Slut! in love with a 
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young Fellow ! Foh! here ſhe comes, I'll mumble het 
ſuit parted from him, I ſuppole — 


Enter Mirabel. 


So, Gentlewoman, where have you been, pray ? 

Mir. No where, Mother, but at work in my own 
Chamber. 

Gov. What, in your own Chamber too! fine Work, 
I believe. Come, Huſly, ſpeak ; and if thou cant 
with Modeſty, what have you been doing with your 
hopeful Help-mate there ? 

Mir. Help- mate 

Cov. Come, come, your Canningame, Huſſy: Don't 
think to impoſe upon me ; I am not ſo blind with Ape 
yet, nor deaf. 

Mir. Dumb I am ſure you are not. Pray, Madam, 
what ails you, are not you well? 

Gov. No, nor ſick, nor mad, nor in my Senſes, nor 
fleeping, nor waking, nor nothing, nor any thing: J 
know not what I am, nor what l am not. 

Alir. What do you mean, Mother; 

Gov. I mean to be reveng'd, you Flirt 

Mir, On whom, pray? 

Gov. On thee, Monſter. 

Mir. Revenge ſhou'd follow Injuries : Have Iwrongd 
you, Madam? 

Gov. Ah ! "tis not your Cunning, nor your Cas ir- 
game can blind me: Don't I know you have the Im- 
pudence to be in love with him, you Harlot. 

Mir. I am ſure they muſt have a great deal of Im- 
pudence that told you ſo; I never ſpoke three Words 
to the Gentleman in my Life, nor he tome. 

Gov. O aſtoniſhing 

Mir. I have heard indeed, that he has made ſome 
Offers of his Love to you, and if he has abus'd, or 
wrong'd your Good-nature, fo heartily I hate him for't, 
that I wou'd join with you in utmolt Malice to re · 
venge it. 

Gov. May I believe thee? 

Mir. You may, upon my Life, Mother. 

Gov. Then thou thy telf ſhalt quit me of his * 

nels, 


er! 


n, 
or 
U 


t, 
E 


L 


The NIVAL Foors. 33 


neſs. Ah! Child, he has given me /x/»'s Plague. 
never ſuch a Maſculine Cloud ſo airy and to ſubtle us 
er embrac'd by poor believing Woman But, if 1 
live, I'll have him quitted at his equal Weapon: 
Thou art young, follow him; tempt his Defires with 
all the ſubt'leſt Baits of Woman. He cannot treeze at 
ſuch a ſpringing Beauty: And when thou hait him fait 
by the amorous Gills, draw him, drag him, drown 
him on the Hook of Diſdain, and make this baſe Dis 
ſembler know, thou hait reveng'd thy Mother's Wrongs 
with Scorn for Scorn. 

Mir. This is a very odd Undertaking, Mother ; 
how it may ſucceed, I can't tell, but I promi you on 
my Word, [il try. 

Gov. Ah! I'il warrant thee, a young Woman may 
bring any thing about with a young Fellow : Come 
along, and I'll flip thee at him this moment. [CV 


Enter Sir Gregory, and Simple. 


Sir Greg. Why Sam! Samuel! thou art not Carle 
mad, art thou? Wilt chou not tell me how my M:iire's 
does ? 

Sim. Your Niftreſs! Hi. hi. 

Sir Greg. Yah, yih! Why what the Devil ail: the 
Fellow? Did ſhe receive the 'I'hing that 1 ſent ber 
kindly or no, Sirrah ? | 

Lim. Sirrah! -Humh. Then to antwer „oer Que- 
ſion, and your Language in order Fir. I met 
tel you, Knight (plain Kit. U've obierve me) tu 
Thing that you ſent her, by the Thing that; ou (ent, 
was, for the Thing's take, that was ient to carry tine 
Thing that you ſent, (ve obſerve me) very kindly 
receiv d; fo much fur vour QWeltien: And now fer 
your Language — Lu, Hir, there's a Receipt in 
tu] for all my V ages, and now you owe me nutiung 
Secondly, "Vhere's the laſt ca't Coat you gave me, anc. 
now, Sir, I owe you ro: ng. (my Wailtcoat's my owns 
anc! Pll keep It.) But the S. rab is Vours again, Sir. 
Thirdly aud lajl/y, lam my own Nan again: And, 
Frarthly, in the F777) Place Fare you Wal“. 

dir Greg, Why, Sam?! Sem! Prithee let me ſpeatc 
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with thee a little: I'll lay my Life ſome Hare ha; 
croſs'd him. 

Sim. Knight, if you be a Knight, ſtop there, and 
don't ſet up for a Lady-Maker; becauſe, perhaps, 
there are ſome Ladies that are as fond of making Gen- 
tlemen— D'ye lee ! As for the Lady, whoever ſays 
ſhe's not a fine Lady, a delicate Creature, and a Per- 
{on of perfect Honour; I ſay he is a Poltron, a Raſcal, 
and if he does not keep his Tongue between his Teeth, 
[ll give him a Chuck o'the Chin, ſhall chop him in 
two, ard ſtrike him dumb during Life. 

Sir Greg. Prithee Pox why in ſuch a Paſſon, Man, 
I know no body ſays any other of her. 

Sim. If you do, Sir, I expect, as you are a Man of 
tlonour, you ſhould let me know it Any Man 
that dares but think of it in my hearing, ſtall hear of 
it from a Perion that he little thinks of. People muſt 
not {uppoſe that tome Ladies Favours are common; or 
that Promiſes and Protellattons are Things of no mo- 
ment between Parties and Parties: and | ſay till, what- 
ever may have paſe'd between a certain Lady, and a 

certain Party, whom for {ake's fake | won't name; 
1.1], I fay, the Lady is a Perſon ct Honour, and be- 
ing a Perion of Honour, ſhe is not to be treated but a 
a Perion of Honour. 

Sir Creg. Why l ſay ne is a Perſon of Honour. 

Cet. You ſay the is a Perion of Honour; what is 

that to me, Sir? | want to fee the Man that does net 
av fl. c“ a Perion of Honour. 

Sir C/o, If I cou'd not und in my heart to kick 
my Shoe in thy Face, Buckle and all, 1 am an At 


OY ” 
* 


aid no Gentleman. 


Jiu. Wick your Shoe at me! don't do it, Knight, | 
giveyou fair Warning; I tay don't Co it; your dhoe' 
but thrown away it vou du; tis but plaguing your fel 
to no purpoſe: tor why thou'd not one Man have 2 
god an Eye as aricther, and when cne Nlan's as good 
as another, Why zheud not a Lady please her -owl 
Fancy? Lock ye, I nzme no Parties becauſe I re 


ally Band all this wi.ile in tke cold but wen YOu ice 
: 51 "2 5 . . . . of 
me next, j Cul nd fer a certain Lady's {axe if theres 
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Tally- man to be found in Faroe, I ſhall appear like 
2 Gentleman. [ Exit. 

Sir Greg. If this Fellow ben't out of his few Wits, 
then am 1 out of my ſive Senſes ; either the fight of the 
Lady has bewitch'd him, or elle he's drunk, or elſe he 
walks in his Sleep, or elle he's a Fool, or a Knave, or 
both, or one of the three, or ſomething or other I'm 
certain: Vet, now think or't, ſhe has not us'd me ſo 
civilly as her Unkle promis'd ſhe ſhou'd, tho that does 
not ſignify a Fillap ; he fays I ſhall have her, and if 
ſhe won't come too in a tair way, Egad ſhe ſhall faſt 
her ſelf into a Stomach for Sir Greeory. [Exit 


Exter J. Outwit, and 27). Credulous Outwit in rhe 
High-way, arm d. 


Y. Out. So, we are got to the bottom of the III! be- 
fore him; here from behind this Hedge we may ze 
him. 

Cre. So we mav, indeed, Sir; but where are the o- 
ther two Gentlemen, won't they lay hold on bim too ? 
for if the young Nan ſhou'd rehit, how do you know 
but he may frighten me, and then get the better of 
you ? 

V. Oat. O! they are ready poſted on the other fide ; 
we can't miis. Look ye, vir, if you'll be rul'd, and 
travel this Road but one Week with me, you tha!l live 
better upen't all the Year alter, than the belt Prefer- 
ment in your Coliege's Gift. 

Cre. Do yen really think ſo, Sir? for, ſeriouſly, I 
wou'd ror do an ll ting ; but, really, my Allowance 
from my Unk'c has been extream!y mall, and twenty 
Powds, at this time, wod'd be an inconceivable Service 
to me. 


Y. Oxt. With 117 co: f.cerate good Husbandry the 
Fool turns Rogue . ., Sir, you'll find 
tus a quick r Revert. © ts, Egan, & 
leitur's and lam i. e 1.vh to 
prove, chart wat zi 
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todo me a mighty Piece of Service, I wou'd not do: 
baſe thing for the whole World. 

V. Out. Nor I, upon my Credit, Sir: But truly it 
is a little hard, that when one Gentleman wants ten 
Pieces, or ſo, that another, who, perhaps, has ten 
thou:and, ſhall be Brute enough not to ſupply him. 

Cre. Why, really, Sir, that's exactly my Cale; and, 
feriouſlv, I don't know any great Obligation one has 
to be ſo rigidly juſt to ſuch ſort of People, that a 
really in a manner, don't deſerve what they have. 

Y. Out. How quiet the Fool's Conſcience is 
Odio! take your Piitol, Sir. hear ſome body, 
let's not be leen yet. 


Enter Lady Gentry in Man's Habit, Sir Thr. and 
Priſcian. 

L. Gen. Where's Mr. Outwit ? 

vir Tyr, There he ftands, ready at his Poſt, behind 
the Hedge 
a little of your uſual Courage in your Reſiſtance, that 
you mayn't frighten the Scholar into a Retreat. 
Pri/. He tells you right, Madam. 
L. Gen. Go, Fools! teach your Granums : You are 


always full of your Advice when there's no occaſion 
tor't. Where's the Purſe ? 


Pri/. There tis, of the Comedians Coin, all Coun- | 


ters. 
1 Sir Thr. We'll turn em into Gold before Night, 
Jy. 

L. Cen. Away —— [Excunt Priſ. and Sir Thrifty. 
Look how that Fool loiters now ! Hey, William! 2 
long, along with the Horſes, we ſhall n't get to London 
to- night. 


Y. Outwit and Credulous enter, and preſent Piſtols. 


V. Out. Stand. 

Cre. Sir, we are Gentlemen, really under Neceſlity, 
and hope you won't take it ill; for, upon my Word 
for my part — really, you'll find me very vil there. 
fore, pray, Sir, don't make a Diſturbance— but, te- 
ally, conſider your own Danger—— [All the au bil 

| trembling.) 


but, hark you, Spouſe, you muſt bate | 
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v. Out. Blood, Sir — Deliver, or you are a dead 


Man. 

Cre. O bleſs me. 

L. Gen. Look you, Raſcals, I'm alive yet, and till 
| am dead, I'll ſee you dam d before I'll part with a 
Farthing. [ Dravus.] 


[Priſcian, and Sir Threadbare in from behind. 
and ſeize her.] 


Pri. Nay, then, if you are ſo hot a Spark, Sir, ws 
mult ſecure you. 

Cre. O dear I am glad they came. [AA. l.. 

L. Gen. Well! Gentlemen, I am in your puer, 
but treat me like a Man, at leaſt; my Money, I pre- 
ſume, is all you have occaſion for, there 'tis, and all 1 
have, indeed; a good round hundred Pieces. 

Y. Out. Is this all, Sir? 

L. Gen. My laſt Farthing, upon my Honour, Gen- 
tlemen— Pray, Sir 
Cre. O] don't hurt the Gentleman Sir, you 
really look like a civil Gentleman, and if I had the 
Honour to be better acquainted with you, you'd find 
me another-gueſs Man than you take me for, I can al- 
ſure you ; and it ever you travel to Cambridge, Sir, I 

ſhall be very proud to ſee you in our Buttery, dirt 

Sir Thr. Huſh, is the Devil in you? [| Stops bis Mouth. 

Y. Out, Come, Sir, we mult tecure you from fol- 
lowing us. h 

L. Ger. As I am a Gentleman, I never will ſtir. 

Y. Out. We don't intend you ſhall, Sir, for we will 
bind you to your good Behaviour — | 

L. Gen. Nay, pray Gentlemen. 

Sir Thr, We'll only leave vou on t'other fide of the 
Hedge, Sir—Here, do you hold the Money, while we 
ſecure him. 

V. Out. Away with him [Ex. Priſ. Sir Thr. and 

La. Gen. 

Why, look you, Sir, did net I tell you? Shew me 
der a Page in Seneca now, that will furniſh a Man fo 
ſpeedily ? Here's that will mend your Commons with 
a Witneſs ! You'll have no longer need to ſize Furs 
elly 
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Belly out with Rumps, Kidneys, and Cues of ſinge 
Beer. Here's that will make a Beygar tat in a Fon. 
night. Aurum palpabil. S potabile, Sir. 

Cre. Why, really, Sir, 1am apt to think the Gentle. 
man cou'd not want this; for, by his Habit, he ſeemd 
to be a Perſon of Fortune. | 

Y. Out. Let Fortune take care of that; you and [ 
will never want, Sir, while others have it. 

Cre. Why, really, Sir, it is a little hard there ſhou'd 
not be a more equal Diſtribution of Fortune's Benefit. 

V. Out. Mum. [| Re-enter Priſcian, and Sir Thread. 
Is all ſafe. Bullies? | 

Sir Ihr. Secure; the Gentleman thinks himſelf mot 
happy in his Loſs, with his ſafe Life and Limbs, and 
redoubles his firſt Vow, as he is a Gentleman, never 
to puriue us. 

Y. Out. Away then—Let's diſperſe; Mr. Credullus 
and you ſhall bear the Purchaſe, while I and Priſcian 
take ſome other Courſe: At the Three Cups in Se. Giles; 
we all meet; but remember the Booty is not to be o- 
pen'd till all are preſent ; the Loſer ſaid an hundred, 
and it can weigh no lets. | 

Cre. Sir, 1 am fure | wou'd not wrong you, or any 
Gentleman of a Shilling, to gain never ſo much by it. 

Y Out. O! never talk cf that. 

Sir Thr, Come, Sir, Il: guide you. [Ex. Cre. & 

Thr. 

. Out. Ha, ha, ha ! where's the Thief that's robb'd? 


Enter Lad; G entry. 


L. Gen. Here, Mr. Outavit, all Fellows now. 

V. Out. ' I was neatiy done, i faith, Giri ; now to 
turn that Bag of Counters into current Pieces, & aun 
eſt. You know the Place. 

Priſ. | have told her, Sir, — the Three Cups in 
St. Giles's. 

V. Out. Good—ls the Conſabli's Dreſs ready for 
Sir Thr: (bare 2 | 

Pri. All ready, Sir, not a Hair of his ſalſe Beard 
wanting. 

Y. O:t. Exceient! The moment he bas ſeiz d the 

Scholar, 
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'e Scholar, then ſend me immediate Word on't; then 
t- come l, in his Couſin's own ſhape, by mere Accident, 

to bring him off But, Father, you mult pay the 
e. Reckoning 3; fince yo" are fo fond of Wit, I'll beggar 
4 u if you pay the Price of mine, Sir: for when this 


Cheat's ripe, Sir, you", tind it will beger another, Sir; 
1 that Third a Fourth, and ſo onward to an endlef(, Ge- 
\, | neration—You had better come io Co..\polition, Father, 
« or [ ſhall bubble you without Mercy ; you'll find it 
ö cheaper, Father, than this wile way of flatrving me: 
N For I will cheat none but you, dear Father. [Exeunt. 


M : The End of the Sccusd 427, 


ger m 


y SCEN L. a Garden 
Euter Niece and Nirabel. 


Vece. A, ND fo your Mother, to revenge her own 
: (Jatrrel ro him, has oblig'4 you to make 


love to Ir. Ca aning han. 

Mir. Ves, is not it a very no: able Project? What a 
ſubtle Devil mult this Love be, when it can make ſuch 
egregious Fools of old Folk-? But I had torgot to tell 
you, Madam, I have undertaken to go through with it 
K too. 

Niece. How! 


: Mir. Not without acquain:ing you with it before- 
hand. 
f Niece. Oh! your Servant Fry him, ycu'll find him 
| flexible, I dare tay. | 
Mir. Ay, but chen how ara ! ſure to be ſtubborn my 
ſelf; my Hone!'y is we ben pit of my Portion, and 
x | ſhou'd be ont ml my Xlarriage by playing the 


tool with him. Niece 
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Niece. I fancy there's no fear of that, for he writ me 
a Letter Vother day, and propos'd you as a Wiſe for 
Sir Gregory ; "ws in his power to ſerve you, if you can 
like the Man. 

Mir. I cou'd like the Ladyſuip ftrangely—And x; 
for the Man, I had as lief have a Fool, as one that 
ſo wiſe, he'Ilalways think me a Fool Wou'd he wou'd 
tempt me. 

Niece. Here's Company, let's go into the Arbor. 

Mir. No, I muſt beg your pardon — my Mo- 
ther expects me. [Exeunt ſeveral, 


Enter Sir Oliver and Sir Gregory. [With Muſichs 


Sir O/. Why, now you take the right Courſe, Sir 
Gregory, —Mufick will melt her; I cou'd force her; 
bat a Heart, you know, that's gently won, is a Man's 
own forever. Have you a good Concert? 

Sir Greg. O!] a curious Noiſe as ever you ſaw, Sir 
Indeed, I wou'd have had the lame Woman with the 
Dulcimer, and old Gratears the blind Cymbal; but 
they lent me word they were juſt hir'd to play Country- 
Dances at my Lord Mayor's. 

dir O/. Why, then ſhe mult take the Will for the 
Deed : a Woman mult be woov'd a hundred ſeveral ways, 
you may try a thouſand ſometimes before you touch 
'em in the right Vein ; but that once found ! Ah ! they 
lie as ſnug, and as tame in a Man's Arms as a ſucking 
Rabbir. 

Sir Greg. O, dear! ah! I warrant'em they are pretty 
{oft Fools when their Clothes are off. 

Sir OJ. Why, did you never try, Sir? 

Sir Greg. Yes, yes, I have try'd, Sir, but 'twas to no 
purpoſe: I remember the lait time I was upon my 
Knees to our Chambermaid, ſhe run her Elbow in my 
Throat till ſhe had almoſt flrangled me, and then 
broke my Head with the Beditaff, to fetch me to lite 
again. | 

Sir Ol. Why, ist poſſible! What, did you never 
make a Fool of a Tenant's Daughter: 

Sir Greg. Never, really, Sir, I never cou'd get one 
to hold Hill fince I was born. 


Sir 0, 
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Sir Ol. Hey day! what, come to Lyndon with a 
Maidenhead, Knight! A Gentleman of your Rank, 
and ride with a Cloak-bag ? Never an Holteſs by the 
way to leave it with? No 'Taplter's Siſter? Nor head 
Oitler's Daughter? 

Sir Cre. O! well mock'd old Witmonger—l keep 
it for your Niece. 

Sir OJ. Don't ſay ſo for ſhame, ſhe'll laugh at thee ; 
why, tis a Batchelor's Penny, Man, he may give it 
to a Beggar in the Summer-time, and ne'er be call'd to 
account * it; the ſillieſt Wife is not Fool enough to 
expect it. 

Sir Greg. Ad, wou'd J had known that, I cou'd have 
ſopt a Beggar's Mouth by the way curiouſly, that 
rail'd at me, becauſe I'd give her nothing——But 
now for the Muſick, Sir! 

Sir OJ. You'll find her in the Garden, her Ear muſt 
reach it; I'll leave you, Sir. 

Sir Greg. Now, ſtrike up, my Boys. [Mufick plagt 

and Ex. 
Well! I'!l fay it, this was cruel fine ! ſhe muſt like i. 
Now, Gentlemen, you may go. 


Niece from the Arbor. 


Nizce. Whoſe cou'd this Muſick be? 'twas pleaſant 
at the Seaſon; it muſt be Cunningham] Who's there? 
vir Greg. Madam, I am your humble Servant 
- Morrow to you. 
2 Pſhaw ! An ill Day, and a thouſand follow 
ee 


vir Greg. 'Slife, that's ſix hundred more than any 
Almanack has. 

Niece. Was this thy odious Muſick, then? 

Sir Greg. Odious, Madam 

Niece. Horrible ! Canſt thou ſuppoſe ſuch Stuff 
vou d pleaſe a Woman of any Taſte? 

Sir Greg, Taſte! why, Madam, I did not deſign 
Jou ſhou' d eat it; but if your Taſte were never ſodainty, 
vou might have lik d it; for I am ſure it colt me Sauce. 

Niece. Sure there is no Impudence more _— 
than the dull Stupidity of a ſufficient Fool! How dur! 

vou 
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you do this? Wretch! Ideot! For hadit thou but an In. 
te&t's Underſtanding, thou wou'dſt have known how 
mortally I hate thee, I thought I had enough before a 
bus'd thee; the Mocks and ſpiteful Language: 1 have 


given thee, wou'd have ſerv'd ten reafonavle Men! 


In my Conſcience! thou devoureſt more Aftronts, than 
wwenty Midnight Drunkards wou'd throw away en 
Strangers in the Streets! and till thy greedy Maw' 
not ſatisfied ! All the Scorn of Coy neh, or lil-nature 
can't ſuffice thee. 

Sir Greg. Hey-day ! why ſure you are not in earnef, 
Madam ? 

Niece. Oh! inſatiable! not yet content ! why, wil 
thou beggar my Deriſion? In faith, thou'i all L have, 
I've not another Scorn to throw at thee ; if I kney 
where to borrow but Contempt, I'd mortgage all my 
Kindneſs to ſupply thee. Nay, prithee, leave me, now 
thou grow'lt unreaſonable. 

Sir Greg. Say you ſo, forſooth ! Tgad I'll fetch one 
then, ſhall jerrymamble you. [ Exit, 

Niece. So, he's gone with this Flea in his Ear to my 
Unkle, I ſuppole, no matter, I know my Cue. 


Enter Cunningham at a diſtance. 


Cur. I met the Muſick going away; but can't yet 
learn what Reception ſhe gave him ! 

Niece. Ha! there's ſomebody upon the watch alres- 
dy, I ſee— Now, [Hd.] to change my Note. 
Indeed, I little thought this two days ago, Sir Gregory! 

Cun. Ha! Sir Gregory ! "tis Lacinda's Voice. 

Niece. But "tis our fooliſh Nature to affect IIl-hu- 
mour moi}, where moſt we like 


Can. Confuſion! am I then fool'd at laſt, and by 2 


Fool ?—Tis cen fo, faith; for Fortune has remem- 
ber'd her great Boy =—— And I'm an Aſs. 

Nice. Of ali Mankind, at firit, methought, I cou'd 
not bear him We never met but wrangled. 

Cun. Ah! curſe of your Coynets! it never comes but 
like a Storm of Hail, to bring fair Weather in the Tail 
on't. Fair Words, Pa ſure, may cheat a Man, but 
Biung and Scratching gives him certain Hope; "_ 


| 
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not one Match in twenty made without it; when their 
Tongues quarrel, their Lips are ſure to come to a right 
Underſtanding. 

Niece. And yet to ſee how ſtrangely Fancies alter! 

Cun. There is indeed, a wondertul Variety in em! 
0! Woman ! Weathercock. | 
| Nice. I wou'd have {worn once, 'twou'd never have 
been a Match. 

Cun. Fire! I'll hear no more How cou'd I 
dream of better than a Younger Brother's Fortune? A 
Maid with nothing, or ſome old Soap-boiler's Widow 
without Teeth ? 


Go home, blind Foal, and bid thy Hopes deſpair, 
Or humbly fix thy ne plus ultra there [ Exit. 


Enter Sir Oliver and Sir Gregory. 


Sir Ol. You amaze me, Sir Greg2ry / ſhe cannotſure! 
ſhe won't ! ſhe dares not do this. 

Sir Greg. Nay, then believe your own Eyes, Sir 
There ſhe is. 

Sir Ol. Let's obſerve She's thoughtful. 

Niece. Not but you'll find, Sir Gregory, through all 
this Fondneſs [ can d'fſemble yet; you have my Heart, 
us true, but ſhall no know you have it. 

Sir OJ. What's that? Wnat's that? 

Sir Greg. Hah ! 

Niece. For "tis Man's Nature to inſult an eaſy Con- 
queſt ; the F.od of Hope, it frankly given, but ſurfeits 
your Deſires. 

Sir OJ. Why, you 
you don't deſerve this. | 

Sir Greg. O dear! why, I don't fay I do, Sir. 

Sir O! You don't indeed! indeed you don't. [ Angry. 

Niece. Thus by the little feign'd Abuſes, that | gave 
you, I now ſh ll prove your Temper, and your Truth 
of Lore; for if you love, I am ſure, you'll bear 'em; 
I'm ſure, at leaſt, my Heart endur'd a Violence while 

ſpoke 'em. 

dir O“. Are you a Fool now, Sir? 


Oons, Sir? let me tell you, 


Sir 
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Sir Greg. O, dear! yes, Sir, I ſec it plain now, by 
my being io much in her favour ' 

Sir Ot. But you ate out of mine, Sir, I can tell yoy, 
Offer to ſow Strife between my poor Niece and [; | 
cou'd find in my heart to make her unſay it all again 
Good-morrow, Niece, good morrow. 

Niece. Good-morrow, Sir, and to vou, Sir Gregory, 
many fair ones. 

Sir OJ. You are a Coxcomb, I tell you How 
doeſt thou do, Child, this Morning *—A Fool !—Dig 
you ſl-ep well, Child? It's well Fortune took care of 
an Eſtate for thee ; for thou'dſt ſtarve by thy Under. 
ſtanding. 

Sir Greg. Ads heart ! now I'm bang'd o' both ſides. 

Niece. Pray, Sir, is there any Difference between 
you ? 

Sir Ol. Yes, a great deal, I hope, Child; as much 
as between a Man and an Owl ! 

Sir Greg. Ah! it's no matter for that, I'm a Knight 
as well as you, Sir. 

Sir Ol. Abuſe a Lady's Kindneſ.— Wit thou take 
the air to-day, Niece ? 

Niece. Indeed the Day's inviting, Sir; if Sir Gran 
will pleaſe to favour us with his Company. 

Sir O/. D'ye hear? d'ye hear? Shallow-Brains ! dye 
hear't continu'd to your Face, to your Teeth ! 

Sir Greg. Well, well, Laud ! why ſure !-——1 hare 
done, Sir. 

Sir Ol. Don't provoke me another ti me, then. 

. — Greg. Madam — you have dropt your Break- 
not. 


Niece. Pray wear it, Sir; in time a better Favour 
may fall to you. 


Sir Greg. Well, well, I have no Malice, mun, I for- 
give you all. 
Sir O/. Now, I leave you to redeem your Credit 


with me, let me have a better Account of your next 
Attack, or [Exit 


Sir Greg. Ah, ah, ah, you little Rogue ! were you 
caught i'taith ! What! I was not to know I had your 
Heart, was I! we overheard you, mun, when you 

were 
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were fighing alone for fear | ſhou'd be falſe to you. 
Ah! you handſome Devil you, are you not glad to 
find me true now at laſt then ?—— Hay 

Niece. Let me lec ay, he's out of hearing 

Sir Greg. O dear nc I will ſo pay off thoſe Cherry 
Lips of thine. [ Offers to kiſs her. 

Niece. Stand off—— Monſter ! Strikes his Ear, 

Sir Greg. HO 

Niece. Incoriigible Coxcomb! was not thy laſt A- 
buſe ſuficient! A Man with half an Ounce of Brains 
wou'd have died on't, run tothe next Free or River to 
have hang'd or drown'd himſelf, rather than bear ſuch 
infamous Ulage. 

Sir Greg. Ay, you may well call it infamous indeed ' 
it's ſo ſhameful. 

Niece. And will thy groveling Spirit ſtill endure it 
then? What villainous impenetrable Stuff is thy SKul! 
made of? vill nothing pierce it? 

Sir Greg. Yes, yes, allure your ſelf, unkind Words 
may do much. [ Half crying. 

Niece. Aud doeſt thou want em, Flint-head ? Hav'n't 
I conſum'd my Woman's Spleen to ſtir thee? Will no 
hard Uiage batter thee ? 

Sir Greg. Yes, yes, I know you wou'd knock my 
Brains out if you cou'd. Why did not you offer todo it 
before your Unkle, Miſtreſs? I'gad he wou'd have flea'\ 
your Backiide for you. 

Niece. Why thou greater [deot than IT thought thee, 
wou'dit thou have me tell my Unkle, that | defign to 
fool thee: Prithee call him back, that I may uſe thee 
better, and make thee yet a greater Fool doeli 
not thou wear my Favour there ? 

Sir Greg. Yes, and here too, with a Pox to yo. 

[ Holding his Hand 10 his Ear 

Niece. If thou but knew'it with what Contempt thou 
haſt it, how many cordial Curſes came along with it, 
thou'dit tremble but to handle it. 

Sir Greg. Pſhaw! Pox! take it again! I'll ſee it 
burn'd before I'll be thus plagu'd with it. 

Nicce. No! on hazard of thy Life I charge thee 
Wear it ſtill, till one that merits it demands it from thee ; 

bear 
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bear it, like the beaten Ass his Burthen, from one dex 


Friend to another ; it mine be but fo wiſe and appre. 
henſive, as my Opinion ipeaks him to my Heart, j 
ſtays not long on thy deſertleis Head ; I'll make thee, 
e'er I ha' done, not dare to wear any thing of mine, 
tho' I ſhou'd freely give it thee, but thou ſhalt fwey 
and tremble while thou halt it, as if ſome poiſonou 
Toad had crawl'd upon thy naked Breaft, which tore. 
move were equal Horror to endure. Now as yoa like 
this, Sir, be troubleſome another time, and ſo good. 
morrow to you. [ Exit, 

Sir Greg. O! that I had but the Courage now 10 
daſh my Brains out, Ingenuity enough to hang my ſelf 
without Pain: I'm ture it's time I were dead lome way 
or other, if a Man cuu'd but find it out without Hun 
or Danger? Who cou'd think now that a handſome 
Lady cou'd be ſuch a Devil in her Heart? Lawd! if 
ſhe's ſuch a Fury now, what a {winging Witch will te 
make when ſhe's an old Woman ? What to do with 
her, the Devil knows; for if J complain to her Uncle 
ſhe'll uſe me better again, and then He'll uſe me worſe, 
ſo that between 'em both I am box'd, and banded, and 
{weetned, and ſour'd, and friended, and fool'd, and 
blam'd, and bubbled, and vex'd, and plagu'd, and a; 
miſerable for ought I fee, as if I was married to her— 
Oh! here comes my Friend Cunningham, Ii make 
my Moan to him. 


Enter Cunningham. 


Cur. I cannot tear her Memory from my Heart. 
She ſticks in ſpight of Reſolution. 

Sir Greg. O, Cunningham / 

Can. Sir Gregor; the Favourite! the Victor! the 
Town's happy Man! 

Sir Greg. Pſhaw ! prithee none of your Jeers upon 
me, I come to thee for Comfort, and thou makeſt a 
Jeit of my Visfortunes ! 

Cun. I. Sir! what, by applauding your Fortune, and 
giving you Joy of your Succels ? | 

Sir Greg. O! pray hold your Hand, Sir, I * on 


Dre 


it, 
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boblvd enough already, and now you're for coming 
over me a new way |! 

Cun. What do you mean? pray, Sir, explain your- 

f. 
8 Greg. Wilt thou have the Truth in a Word, 1 
have been made the rankeſt Ais that was ever born to 
a thoutand Pound a Year ['!1 {wear I did not 
think my whole Body, Clothes, and all, cou'd have 
yielded ſo many ſcurvy, mangy Names, as my Mu- 
treſs has call d me. 

Can. lot poſſible ? 

Sir Greg. Faith it's true, ſhe preſented me with this 
Favour before her Unkle, and as toon as his Back was 
turn'd, ſhe fell a curſing me to heartily for wearing it, 
that one fide of my Skull has ake'd ever fince, and yet 
in a manner ſhe forced me to wear it too, till a cer- 
tain Friend of hers ſhe {aid, that better deſerv'd it, and 
to whom fhe detign'd it as a Token, thou'd take it from 
me. 

Can. O bleſt Diſcovery, how have I wrong'd her 
Truth and Goodnets ! Sir Gregory, now T'!] prove my 
ſelf your Friend, indeed ! pul! it off this Minute ! you 
are not ſure of a Nloment's Lite while tis about you, 
know the Man that lies in wait for vou, and it. 

Sir Greg. How ! the Nan that lics in wait, ſay you? 

Cun. Ah! plague of her Favour, fay I! 1 prize 
my dear Friend's Life above a thouſand of 'em 
Let's ſee't—1 know more cf this bufine:s than you are 
aware of. | 
Sir Greg. Do you fo? then, faith, you ſhall een take 
i, for I'm ſure 'tis not for my wearing, that ſhe told 
me her ſelf. 

Cur. The only true thing ſhe ever told you Thank 
you, Sir, now I am the Alan that fays, let her Spark 
do his worlt, you ſhall live in ſpite of him. 

vir Creg. Ah Sir, I'd tain live my time out, me- 
thinks. x 

Can, He that ſays otherwiſe, maſt lye in his Throat, 

Ir; for once [I'll fiand his Fury; and wear it for you, 
dir. Monſieur Sime may put on as big Looks as 
de pleaſes, but III keep i: tor my Friend's ſake in 
ite of him. Sir 
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Man that was. 

Cun. Ev'n he, I can aſſure you, Sir Pray tel 
me, did not you ſend him to her with a Handkerchie 
yeſterday? | 

Sir Greg. Ay, faith, and ſo I did, and when hy 
came back he talk'd as big, and as pleaſant, and asfay. 
cy, and as wild as a Madman ! 

Cun. This, Sir, confirms what I was Witneſs of! 
ſaw her give him ſuch Encouragements, that nothin 
but a Woman doating, cou'd have made her Modeſjy 
ſubmit to, and the Vanity of his Conqueſt it ſeems ha 
Tun the poor Fellow diſtracted. 

Sir Greg. Nay, diſtracted he muſl certainly be, for 
he talk'd to me, as it he had Courage, and I'm ſure he 
never had any when he was in his few Senfes—Butca 
a Woman of her Rank be ſo oppoſite to common Senk 
and Reaſon, as to fall in love with ſuch a Scoundrel. ? 

Cun. Lord ! how you talk, Sir, Reaſon in Lowe! 
and in a Woman too! Why, not one Man in a thou: 
ſand can pretend to it, tis the Perogative of Love u 
make wiſe Folks Wit-alls; and always the ſtronger tle 
Paſſion, the greater the Fool? How many prepotterow 
Examples ot it have we about this 'Town, pray? 
How many young Fellows marry their Mother's ark! 
How many rich old Widows part with their Joit 
tures for conjugal Comfort to wild young Fellows, 
who mind them no more than they do their Eſtates, 
juſt take Poſſeſſion of em once, and after never come 
near em And how many doating od Fellows mam 
young Girls to bring them Heirs, perhaps of an En- 
fign's getting! Nay, have not we ſeen a great Lady 
bring her Stable into her Chamber, and fall in love 
with her Horſe-keeper ? 

Sir Greg. Why, did ever Love play ſuch Jade; 
Tricks, Sir? 

Cun. O thouſands! thouſands, Sir, 'twere endleb 
to recite em; but you are happy in this early Warning, 
Sir, tis well you know her, and well you have ſcapd 
her. — if you had married her! 

Sir Grez. O, Lord, ay 


Can. 


r rr KA 8 


Fass Nr 


The RIVAL Fools. 49 

Car. What a ſwinging Stag's Head had you had in 
1 Fortnight ! 
Stir Greg. Fivea- top, L'll warant her. 
Cun. Fen down into the Country again, Sir, and 
et her find ſome other Fool's Head to plant on——— 
Here comes her Unkle, not a word tv him ct what 
ve told you, that may breed ill Blood, Sir. 

Sir Grez. No, no, I'. I diſſemble to him as ſhe does 
tome, faich——avay. | [Exit Cun 


F., Fi Oliver 


Tho' to ſay the truth, I dare not tell him the truth, 
for fear ſhe ihou'd break my ͤ I fort, 

vir OI. Well, Sir, are vou 1hed with my Nicce 
cow, pray? 

vir Greg. O ves, Sir, periotity, I bare rot the Kalt 
deruple remaining, . 

Sir OJ. 1 think me has talen pain to CON 12C2 vou 
of ker Incli nations. 

Sir Greg, Lord, Sir, I'm as well ati. f., of mn, as 
f I were married to her. I don't think lie cou love 
ne better if | Mere ker Fiutbanrd. | 

Sir OJ. You can't imzgine kow keorilly vou pro- 
rcKd me, when vou vely d her Goognei. to in: 
You vext me to che Blood ! 

dir Creg. Why, really I was a Tool, Si-, I did not 
know halt as much 1 her then, as I Co now. Þ 
daber. 3. 


I * '# 
1 LACY & XA; We. 


Neece. Ha?! the Fa- our gone, 1 fee! it mat be 
Cuming>am that Ky us ic + how 1 app-aud his Ap mo - 
i= dion, bis Wit has Life in it, 1! ſend him another 
Token for't Immed: ately, and by tne ame Fool of 
1 Uelenge h! 8 IT C: 57%, N here haue Hu been 
* Age! . cou'd * 2 * 0 101.8 f rom Au: 

Sir Of. Well aid Nice! What fo fond befor e your 
Ur nkle ! What vourd the 1 iT) Jos 1:e then: s 

dir Cy;0 Oale © UiVE re 2 a * of Le Gul, T fu; gs * 

ad call me Pata), 
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Niece. But where's my Favour, Servant! the Lay. 
knot I gave you? 
Sir OJ. Odio! that's true, Niece, and I never though 
of it The Favour, Sir, the Love knot the gay 


ou? 

Sir Greg. Hah ! 

Sir OJ. What, dumb, deaf, bewitch'd —Oans! th; 
Favour, Sir. 

Sir Greg. A Pox of all Lady's Favours, I ſay, Tu 
ſure they are damn d troubleſume to me Ik 
Favour, Sir! 

Sir Ol. Ay, the Favour, Sir. 

Sir Greg. Why, Sir, I was way-laid for it by thre 
or four ſwinging Bullies, and they all fix of 'em die 
upon me at once ; and look you, Sir, in ſhor 
Life's Life, and a Favour's but a Favour, and ſol 
parted from't. | 

Niece. O unfortunate Woman! my firſt Kindneh 
lighted thus! 

Sir O/. Oons ! Sir, I mult tell you, I am very lo 
fily aſhamed cf you: what the Devil have you pam 
with your common Sente tor ever? will you never cone 
together again ?>—] mul: ſeem to teaze him a lit 
for now I fee his Heart's ſet upon her, I dai! 
know but I may make him take her with nothing. 
[Ade,] Come, come, Niece, 'twas but a Trifle 
Let it pals. 

Niece. Tis not the thing, Sir, but the manner d 
his parting with it that grieves me 

Sir Greg. O diſlembling Gipley! O! if I durſt bt 
ſpeak now, or cou'd but be believ'd when 1 do ſpeak, 
I cou'd tell a Tale wou'd make all her impudent Hu 
ſtand ſtrait up an end. 

Niece. Well, Sir, at your requeſt, I'l! ſhew at oue 
my Duty and my Love in forgetting it, and toconkn 
my Affection ſtronger yet [here, Sir, pray vu 
this Diamond, and lety me judge of your Sincerity x 
your keeping it. 

Sir Greg. Ah! you know it won't be long, like 
cunning Witch, as you are ! [ Afide in l, 

Niece. You had beſt part with that now as you © 
with the Favour, | 
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e | Sir Greg. Yah ! why fo I had, I ſuppoſe, or I ſhall 
have butan indifferent Lite on't, as you have handled 
1 the matter, truly. 
Me Niece. But you muſt promiſe me, dear Sir Gregory* 
Sir Greg. Yah! you coaxing Devil ! 
Sir Ol. Ah! why this is as it ſhou'd be now—— 
tie | There's Muſick in this, no more words then on 
ſueſlay next prepare to tune your Inſtruments, you 


ln | full fay no longer, faith, Knight. [Slaps his Back, 
[te Sir Greg. Well, well, Sir, the ſooner the better. 
Sir OJ. Niece, you hear me. 
Nicce. I'm all Obedience, Sir Whatever you've 
I! | heard me lay, Remember I hate you ſtill—Cordially. 
res [Exit ::ith Sir Ol. 
hor Sir Greg. Ay, ay ! Plague on't | know your 
fol} Mind to a Tittle.—Now can't I forbear laughing to 
hear the old Knight talk as familiarly of Tu-/day next, 
aes | if we really lov'd one another——Tho' if l am not 
damnably miitaken, our Wedding is as far off, as 'twas 
l. eren Year before I ſaw her. If he ſhou'd bring it a- 
ant! | bout, I'gad he mult conjure; for if he does not raiſe 
cm} the Devii to fright me into it, 1 fancy I ſhall never 
— have natural Courage enough to board her. 
hung Lovers may talk of Joys 
IR And pretty Toys 
| And Cooing » 
ret Fm ſure I only find 
1 Bebs, Blows, and Noiſe 
: 11 my pcor Wang. [ Exit. 
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ACT IV. SCENE continues. 


Enter Sir Oliver, and aug Outwit. 


Sir 0] That ever | was born or ſhou'd live 9 

have a Son, whoſe Face is the Fore- runner 
of IIl- fortune! 1 never fee thee without fome Vexation 
gt the beels of thee. I knew there was Miſchief in 
thy very Looks; that beivre thy Mouth open d, il! 
News wou'd come out on't. 

Y. Out. With Submitton, Sir, [ think I bring you 
very good News, to give you timely Notice how you 
may fave at once your Kin'man's Life, and tt 
perpetual Intamy that his fufcring the I aw would 
bring upon your Family None of our Name wer 
ever hang'd yet, Sir—Whaa miraculous Eſcape 
'twas that I heard on! 

Sir OJ. Ah! wou'd thou hadſt never heard on't. 

V. Out. Ay! that's true too, Sic, fo it had never 
deen done; but to ſee how critically fortunate ſome 
People are Sir, it I'm alive, he was carry'd to Juice 
Bind-over's Door, nav the Conſtabl-'s Hand was upon 
the Knocker, and that I ſhou'd (before he had power 
to raiſe it) juſt ſtep in to his redemption, was [ confels 

rodigious: in two Minutes more his 1:etmus had 
— ſign'd for Newgate, and then at ſuch a Junc- 
ture too! the Seiitons on Trasjtay 3 condemn'd on 
Friday; Sentence on Saturday; 3 on Sunday, 
and a Pſalm in a Cart on 470.4; : rible Tjburn 
Ceremonies, Sir. 

Sir OJ. Prithee no more or. —ſ! don't like the 
Subject — Where did you — tae Wretch? 

Y. Out. He's in the Conitable's lande, now in the 
Halt, Sit — And, poor Centimes. bi Accuſer wil 
him. 


Sir 
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Sr OJ. What is his Accuſer? 

Y. Out. Oh! a Judge”: Son, they tell me, Si-; one 
that in a Fit of Nlalice will bang a Man, and it ſha'l 
not colt hin 2 Larthirg. 

Sir O:. Flo! within there! 


Fiter a Ser wart, 

Call op the Folks in the Hal/,—-l had much hone “ 
him for a Scholar too! a thing thou wert never hu to! 
had plac'd half the Comtort of my Lite in him. 

Y. Out. 1f you are wife, he may be redeem'd vet, 
dir. 

Sir Ol. Cau'd I but op him from my Fam v, hz 
ſhould hang tor me, I'd tave no Thief, to make tut 
Proverb good vp on me. 


Luer Sir Tlireadbare à a Comflabir, „ Crediilort, 


/ 


and Lady Wekiy, (as a un | 


Oh! your Servant, Sir 
indeed, 

Crs. Ah! Sir, I am a rvin'd Creature, 'tis true 
but don't, ah! don't lall me quite, Sir; your Re 
proaches are as terrible as the Gallows I deſerve, Sir. 

Y. Oat. Nay, good vir, don't grieve him, and hurt 
yourſelf too. 

Sir Ol, Hold your peace, Sir Come but once 
in ſeven Year to ee your Unkle, and then brought home 
by a Conſtable ? 

V. Out. Dear Sir, don't ſpeal: ſo loud, for your own 
Honour's fake ; Don't profeſ to love a Man of Wit, 
and ſhew none your ſelf, Sir. 

Sir O/ Diſſolute Villain! Are you the Gentle- 
ran, Sis, that ſay you were robb'd by this Perſon ? 

L. Ge. The unfortunate one, Sir, that fell into the 
hands of four Highway-men, whercof this Fellow, 
whom, for Manners ſake, I wou'd call your Kinſman as 
little as I cou'd, was one; the rell are fled, but 1 may 
yet overtake em, Sir, and 1 have ſworn to hang one of 
* tho" it colt me five hundred Pound in the Prolecu- 

on. 


dir O“. O graceleſs Rogue! 
2 3 Y. Our. 


you are in a hopeful way, 
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Degrees, Sir? Nine Years at the Univerſity for thi 


54 The RIVYVAL Fools. 


Y Out. Not fo loud, good Sir. 
Sir Ol. Were theſe your College- Lectures? theſe you 


Fellowſhip f 

V. Out. Take your Voice lower, dear Sir. 

Sir O., Well, Sir, what was your Lolfs, pray? 

L. Gen. The Conſtable can tell you that, Sir. 
the Money's yet untouch'd in his hands; 'twas an hun. 
ed Pieces when I fll'd the Purſe, Sir but J ſha'n; 
receive it? 

Sir O/. Not receive it, pray why fo, Sir? Dont 
you own it all you loſt ? 

{, Ger. All the Money, Sir—but I had a Diamond 
Ring too, Which one of his Gang took a Fancy to; 1 
wu the Initrument of @ ürm Contract between a gren 
Lawyer's Daughter, and my ſelf. 

V. Oat. told you what he was, Sir! Pray, Sir, what 
does the Diamond concern this Gentleman? | 

I. Gen, As much as my Money did, Sir; he ſhal 
anſwer both, now | have him, or ſwing for't. 

V. Out: Look „ou, Sir don't be pert= 
for. Blood! if I meet you in another Place 

Sr Cl. I: the Devil in you ? 

L. Cen. Pert Sir! 

Sir OJ. Ars you mad? 

. Out. Wat does he mean by fwing for't ? 

L. Ger. Ihe Gallows: It you have a mind to beat 
o me, Sir, you'll fn me at the Seilions —— Mr. Con- 
table ſecure your Priſoner. Death, Sir, I did not 
come here to be brow-beaten. 

Sir OJ. Hold. Sir, pray let me ſpeal with you. 

Cre. Ah! dear Sir; {Cryirg.] Ah! don't anger him, 
good Cculin. | 

Sir O!. Now who's the Fool? Was this a time, whe! 
we are in his power too Pray, Sir, what wil 
ſatisfy you ? 

L. Ger. Sir, T expetthe Sum in my Purſe unbroken, 
and an hundred Marks. . 

V. Out. A hundred Raſcals. 

L. Cen. No, Sir, nor five hundred ſuch, with youl 
the head of cm. 
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v. Out. Blood! Sir take your Courſe, you 
ha'n't have a Shilling. 

Sir Ol. Oons! is the Fellow drunk? Do you uon 
what you ſay ? | 

Y. Out. A hundred Dogs-Dung:! —Death, Sir, d 
your wor{t. 

Sir Ol. You do yours, I'm fure. Who's loud now, 
Fool ? 

Y. Out. Blood ! an hundred Xlarks! 

Sir O/. Wou'd you have the Hello bangs : 

Y. Out. Nay, Sir, Lask your pardon — vou my 
Þ what you plete, but if it were my Bennet — it he 
wou'd not take I nree fcore Pound, I'd ice him rot be- 
fore I'd give him a Farthing. 

L. Gen. Sir, I thai! nat bace you a fir 3. Half penny. 

Sir Ol. And, pray Sir, what's Scen Pound muic, 
that all this Coil's about 1t ? | 

Y. Out. Nay, Sir, peate your ſelf, if you don't 
think Seven Pound worth favi:g, with all my heart. 

Sir Ol. What's that to you, vir, ſave your own Vio- 
ney twou'd be mighty wite indeed, in ſuch a Cate 
s this, wou'd not it? Go, Mr. I, live by your 
Wits, go. 

V. Out. I practiſe all I can, Sir. 

Sir Ol. Blocknead —- Sir, if you pleaſe to walk into 
the next Room, l'il pay you tice Money, and Mr. Ca- 
fable, pray do you be W itn: {+ of the full Satisfaction. 

V. Out. Hark you, Sir; fince you will play the 
rol one way, be wiſe another, at leaſt; don't give 
your Money for nothing, for it's all !o:l if you don't 
top the Conſlavies Mouth tco. 

Sir Ol. Dear, Ir. [mpertinence, weep Jour Wiſdom 
for your own Ailairs Why cou'd thy thick Skull 
magine now | did not deſign to do that of my ei 
As for you, my precious Kiniman, whom I defign'd 
for a Wel/þ Paſt:r, I will now turn out like a wild 
oat, to graze upon the E Mountains 
will you pleaſe to walk this way, Gentlemen? If I 
had been rui'd by you now. [ Ex. Sir Ol. La. Gen. 

f and Cunitable, 

V. Out. I am very ſorry for your NMiustortune, 
Couſin, | 4 Cre, 
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Cr, O Near! O Miſerable! What will becomes 


Mme“ 
Y. CO. Im thinking what Courſe of Life you cu 
uin your {It to. | 

Cre, t)" Gocd Sir! I wou'd turn to ary thing that 
I. oneſt. 

Y. 07. Av, that's the thing, Sir. Honeſt! why 
vou tiarve in any Buſineſs of that Kind. 

Cre, Why ten, can you think of any other thing, 
iin, that ycu are iure a Man can't be found out in? 
Out. Nay, that's not the thing neither; for a 
an may be a protelt Rogue, if he has but Induſty 
and Aflurance enough to go tahro with it; if you were 
luc Clerk to fome S juice of Peace now=0r In- 
former to the Society or——1:'s a mighty matter to 
have the Protection of the Law 

Cre. Ay, fo it is, indced, Couſin ; I believe they 
nl me for their purpoie ; for the* I ſay it, Iam a Mu 
of very rcform'd Principles. 

V. Out. I' think of ſomething for you, 

C. Pray let it be ſafe tho', good Couſin 

Y. Out. I'll warrant you. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Maſter Credulbus, your Unkle defires you to 
forbear the Houſe, and has order'd me to take you 4 
Lodging of 'T welve-pence a Week, in Thieving-Lane, 
and when the Servants have din'd, he ſays he'll ſend 
your Diet, every day from their Table. 

Cre. Ah! this is an unfortunate Welcome, Coufin, 

Y. Out. "Tis ſo indeed—1'll do what J can for you. 

Cre. Do you think, Couſin, I cou'd not pick vp3 
Penny by writing a News-Paper ? 

V. Out. Humh! Why that's a gcod thing too; but 
I'm afraid, Couſin, your Invention is not quick enough 
for that; but [I'll think of it. 

Cre. Pray ye, do—You'll bring my Couſin word 
where I lodge. 

Sery. Yes, Sir 


V. Out. I'll come and viſit you. 


Cre, Ah! Couſin, you are the only Fri nd J have 
in 


ve 
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in the World now Geod-by. [ Fxit Credulous, 


and Servant. 
v. Out. So! This was the luckieſt Cheat I eer 
claim'd ſhare in; of double Profit too—Puts Money in 
my Pocket, and him out of Favour, that ſtood between 
ne and my Expectation : My Father's Cambridge Jewel, 
much ſuſpected to be his Heir; now I thing there's a 
Bar in's Reyes. | 
Enter Sir T hreadbare, and Lady Gentry, with Money, 


Sir Thr. It chinks, it chinks ; make haſte, Boy. 

L. Gen. Where ſhal! we meet? 

v. Out. Meet! Death we'll never part let me 
kiſs thee, dear Rogue, thou haſt perform'd to a Miracle 
by Mercury, I cou'd dweil upcn thy Lips for 
erer. | [ Kiſſes try. 

Sir Pr. Flold, hold. Sir, that's no part of the BGO 

L. Gen. What have vou to do to bid him hold —. 
Cou'd not I have done it mv felf ? 

Sir Thr. Ay, but if vou ſhou'd have forget, you 
know, Spouie 

L. Gen. Paw at the old Place in Sr Gelee. 

V. Oat. Vil be with yo. in half an hour. [ Fx. Se 

'Thr: and L. Gen, 


Euter Cunni gu, m and Nirabel. 


*« 
- 


Mir. It ſeems then, Sir. I'm deceir'd ! why, I have 
deen zold by twenty People, you were directly in love 
wth me. 

Cuz, No, you're rot decciv'd, for! dare iwear you 
did not believe any one ct em | 

Mir. That's Ee than you Know. perhaps 

Can. I'm ture cr. * ftr when Nen ſay they love 
vitnout hope, they lyc, Neu, fa, lay vour Har 
won Your Heart, and tei 132. die you der give nz 
the lea Encoutageinent? | 

Mir. Now. Hir, pray ay your Land upon the ſane 
lace, and tel me, dic I ever f, you any ſign oi my 

ulike? 

Cur, Perhaps no 


Dut if vou bad, 1 mig h+ 
C 3 hanse 
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have cur'd that by Flattery ; but you do worſe, Jen 
ſhew Indiffere -nce, and that's the Devil to get over. 

N How do you know but a little F lattery may 
* - that too. What the Duce, have I nothing about 
me that delerves a civil thing to be ſaid tout? 

Cun Havel any thing about me, Madam, that de- 
lerves to be laugh'd at? 

i, You are the molt phlegmatick Creature. 

Cuz. And you arc the merrieit Gentlewoman, 

[ Leerin, 

Mi. Suppoſe I really loved you, Sir. 

Cunt Why then, if I were not very phlegmatick, 
you d be ruin'd ; for tis Six to Four I thou'd like you; 
and if I ſhou'd marry you, I ſhou'd ruin my (elf. 

i. Are you then really fo indifferent as you ſeem 
to be? 

Cun. Are you not wiler than you ſeem to be? 

Mir. Why, what ails me ? 

Cur. You feem to me, either to be out of your own 
Wits, or think me out of mine: Now if you'll give ne 
leave, I'll propoſe a thing to you, which muſt, àt leaf, 
prove one of us mad, if we thou'd not agree to it; tho 
don't ſuppoſe at the ſame time, I don't think you: 
very pretty Creature; but I wou'd have you a wil 
one tco. 

Ali. Prav inſtruct me, Sir. 

Cun. Why, you know Lucinda and Sir Gregory ut 
del to marry one another, and have both a great 

deal of M loney ; now you and | having very little, do 
vou think it wou'd not be better, if you took Sir Gr 
gory, and I Lucinda? 

Mir "N ay the thing wou d be more reaſona ble, | cot- 
tels; but how are they to be taken? that's the Que 

Ui 

Cum As they do Woodcocks, in a Springe: Rely 

a open my Conduct, Vil ſecure you the Knight; it 
a man time you mult help me to crack the dhell df 
tue | ade BE 05 * , by WEATINY this Favour. 

Mis. V TY; he ſe t it to you? 


Cur Ligtctyic eu mut WEAT 11 find let 
1 


— 
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a little hard in coming to, and lave no way but ]ca- 
louſy, to extort a plain Confeſſion in my favour. 

Mir. Well, I'll wear it, do ycu look tc the conſe- 
quence. 

Can. I'll warrant you Now you have Senſe—— 


Olio! here come: the Knight meet me here in 
2 quarter of an hour, VII give [n:.ruttions (that are in- 
allible) about him. 

Mir. Then I'll own you have Senſe. [Exit Mir. 


Enter Sir Gregory. 


vir Greg. O dear Canning n] lam overjoy'd I have 
found thee ; | have been hunting for thee, till Puma all 
over in a Swear. 

Can. What's the matter, Sir? 

Sir Greg. O Man! I want ſome more of thy friendly 
Advice—l have got a Diamord here. which I dare 
% well be burn'd as keep, and tor ti e Heart's Blood of 
me, I don't know where to nd its Maler. 

Can. No; that's hard, faith! 

Sir Greg. It docs belong to {ome body, Pm ſure 
aPlague on him, woud ne had :t, for I'm all over in 
a bath while it's about me, and ſhe that ſent it too 1: la 
damnabſe waipitn, I had as good run my Eves into the 
Fire, as look her in the Face till l have parted with it. 

Can. Ha! from Luciula, my Lite on't—'ct's ſce.— 
(Looking on the Riu. ] O ho! my Friend, wave I found 
you *faith Pgad this was lucky. 

Sir Greg. Hah! What, dear Cunnino/ a ? 

Cun, Do you ice that little Flaw iu the corner Spa:kle, 
dir? 

Sir Greg. Where ! where, pray ? 

Can. Why there, jult at the South-Faſt End of the 
North Angle. 

Sir Greg. Olay! Ay, I ſec't now. 

Can. This is that vy Ring, Sir, that ſo muc 
Blood is threatned to be ſled for. 

Sir Greg, Hah ! F *abted. 

Cun. A Tun at leaſt. 

Sir Gro. Olaw! why that's more than a Maa has 
in his Whole Body. 


C 6 Can. 
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Can. What a prodigious Eicape have you had, tha 
this ſhou'd fall tirtt into my hands: 
Sir Greg. O dear, ay! well, am I diſcharg'd on't 


then ? 

Cun. My Life for vours, now Sir [ Drax:, 

Sir Greg. O law ! What are vou a doing? 

Cun. What a Man of Prudence ſhou'd do, Sir. 
land upon my Guard while I have it about m 

let him come to my Face, I dare the Raſcal. 

Sir Gr. Well! what a Comfort 'tis to have a 
Friend behind one's back: I iwear, dear Cuninghan, 
{ am almoſt aſham'd to fee thee venture thy Life thus 
for me: Ode- heart my Blood rites to ſee thy Courage. 
Od ! I draw, and tand oy thee, tho' 1 fright my felf 
never ſo much for't 

Cu, by no means, Sir: Xlore than One to One's 2 
diihonourable Fear. 

Sir Cg. Lay Cenſcience I ſhall owe my Life to 
thec. 

Can. Vu over- rate my & ice. Sir tho' I own 
have been thy irg of a lh © fat woud really de- 
ſerve your Ila K:? Sapp CHE. 1, I ſhov'd get your 
YU 1:4 4c 


v4 +4 w 10 
Sir es. Ah! deer F. iend. ere I in afraid thy 
Guod-Wik's hiofer chan thy Wit. 
Cur. Nv ay duet ſſie abuſe you firll, Sir? 

Si Ce. O moi Gmnadiv! Every time worſe than 
cler: And vet tnit ond Hoo, Sir Oliaur. thinks as 
contcent'y the Day Llolde on Tur/day, is if ihe did not 
wWih me g. the Devil: Sir. ſhe's fo famijtarly us'd to 
cu me Names, that, I believe, in ine Way Chun 

Crremcay, Heid ſay, J. juch a one, tate itte Ropue, it 
be my aved ld Ha Cu 

T. GUE von leave all 0 me yet * 

Sir (C. Faith, thut's ju; ca g 72 hing to thee 
— } MAC r.0 Lopes of her, than a Drum- 
mer nas of & Ke neon may put ker in mind 
(t nher Duty, but mall never command ker. | 

Coon Pl Wairen: you: Sir, i have a Device faall 
co uit her too on, watther the will or no, and that 


_—_ 
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Sir Greg. That's the only way, indeed; for if ever 
ne thinks on't, you'll as ſoon perſuade a Bear to the 
sake, or a gaming Lord to wave his Privilege to a 

eſman. 
* She ſeems kind in publick, at leaſt? 

Sir Greg. O law! ves, Sir, be fore Company ſhe'll 
wheedle, coax, and lye, like a Miſs to her Keeper ; 
but in private ſhe is as wild, as fierce and curſt as a 
Cat in a Garrct. 

Can. Still the greater wil! my Friendſhip prove 
Look you, Sir, here's a Letter whic:. I had juſt writ to 
her in your Behalf, give it your felf, and if you don't 
immediately find an Abatement ot ner Severity to you, 
ay | have decelv'd you. 

Sir Greg. I'll give it her this Minute and if 
thou make? thy Word good, I'll give it under my 
Hand, ttt thou hait more Wit than a Conjurer—ſ Ex. 

Can. H:, „a! how greevi'y the Gudgeon gobbics a 
Cheat ? 


E nter XIIrabel. 


O] you are come in time. 

Mir. Well, Sir, what fuccet> ? 

Cur. Follow the Knight, watch him cloſe; you'll 
ſee him give a Letter preſently from m: 0 tne Lady 
when ſhe ha read it, do vou enter, an 2:k tim if he 
has not one tor you, Khich, a: ne Welt mn, hel] cer- 
tainly deny; no matter, do you alem ne has, and 
from thai hint. work wp her Jealouly ; yet ſcem fear- 
ful of diſcover:ng Namvs, till you affect a Prudence in 
reuring. 

Mir. Winn: a malicious Creature do you make me:? 

Cun. Wliat a Saint wou'd you make year cif now ? 
Can you mae me believe vou dont a litt'e naturally 
hate a Woman that has laid vuu have 2 Face as brown 
and rough a a Frenc Roll; and the” you hav: been 
beating vp for a Hu band theſe two Vat, yer you have 
not raid one Nan that wou'd ever 2. 1cu to the 
Quelticy. 

iin, Did you hear her lay iv? 

Cas. And ten People more, at che me time. 

1 8 
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Mir. Better be beating up for a Husband, than 
beaten down to the Price of the firit Man that does ask 
her the Queſtion, as ſhe is by you, Sir. 

Cun. Poor ſpiteful Animal! [ {{/- ] Look ye, Ma: 
dam, the more liberty you take with her, the ſooner 
you finiſh my Project, and give me leiſure wo bring yours 
to perfection. 

Mir. I ſhall return the Liberties ſhe takes, I believe. 

Cur. The ways before you. 

Mir. Awry! Hah, hah. Exit. 

Cun. So! ſhe's in fine order for my Buſineſe, which, 
barring the Devil's ſtepping in between, I think cant 
fail Hey-day! What have we here! Another 
Fool, the very Spawn of his Maſter, and, if poſſible, 
more ridiculous. | 


Enter Simple, fantaſtically dreſt. 


Sim. Sir, I am your obedient humble Seriant 
Pray, Sir, can you do me the favour to inform me kow 
the Party does? 

Cun. The Parity! He takes me for a Scrivener ſure 
Pray, Sir, which of the Parties do you mean? 
Sim. Excule me, Sir, I name no Names — 
but I am under ſome Obligations to a certain Party, and 
wou'd willing'y bring Matters to a concluſion, but, 
really, I don't find that I have heard from em. 

Cun. Oh! upon my Life, I know her. 

Sim. Not from me, Sir, you don't hear me name 
her; know what you can, talk a whole Day with me, 
you'll be ne'er the wiler, you'll find nothing cone from 
me, Sir. 

Can. | dare tay, Sir, no body will expect it; but, 
really, you are to remarkably honourable in your A- 
mour, that all the World tall, of your Secrecy, I mean 
to Sir O. es Niece, Sir. 

Sim. vii, you allonith me! I thought all the World 
had knuwn her Name was a Secret. 

Can. That's the Reaſon ſo many People u liſper it, 
Sir. 

Sim. Well, Sir, they can't ſay it came from my Lips, 
Nhowever Zut, Sir, I have been iniurm'sd in my late 

| a 
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retir'd Walks, twixt Paddington and Pancraſi, that 
there have been certain Favours and Tokens ſent me 

m the Party, (whom, you can witneſs, I never 
nam'd) and theſe Tokens, Sir, really, have never come 
near me. | 3 

Cun. How ! Pray, Sir, what were the Tokens? 

Sim. A Love-Knot, and a Diamond, Sir — 
Really, the thing is not well | am apprehenſive 
of ſome diſhonourable Practice againſt me. 

Cun. Sir, your Apprehenſion's good, and if you'll 
take my Word, Sir Gregory is the Man that wrongs 
you; meer Spite and Envy of your Succeſs with his 
Miſtreſs : For when you were at Paddington, he inter- 
cepted the Gifts at Pancra/s. 

Sim. Traytor! His Miitreſs too! Poor Animal! He 
had never known what it was to appear like a Gentle- 
man, but that I ſometimes, in pure Friendſhip, us'd to 
dreſs him Sir, do you think I ought not to de- 
mand the Combat of him ? | 

Can. Troth the Wrong deſerves it, Sir; but if you 
cou'd be reveng'd of him without that Hazard, wou'd it 
not be better ? 

Sim. Sir, I fear no Hazard, where the Honour of 
the Party is concern d; beſides, I know him to be a 
rank Coward. 

Cun. Nay, then a Man might venture: But how 
will the Lady bear the Apprehenſion of your Danger? 

Sim. Why, really, that gives me ſome Concern : 
And 'tis poſſible the Fright might kill her; therefore 
I don't know if a private Revenge wou'd not do the 
thing altogether as well. Pray, Sir, what was your 
Propoſal ? 

Cun. Why thus, Sir; I have already promi:'d to 
contract him to Mrs. Lucinda, your Miſtreis, by a De- 
vice ; now when he thinks he has bobb'd you of the 
Lady, you ſhail ſtand behind the Arras, and be a Wit- 
neſs of his being bobb'd, by my putting a falle Lady 
upon him. 

Sim. Sir, deſtroy me, but this wou'd m ke me laugh 
immoderately. 

Cun, We'll fob him, Sir, here's my Huai? ct. 

Sim. 
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Sim. Sir, no Perſon alive wou'd be more tranſported 
to ſee him well fobb'd, than my ſelf: But now you 
talk of Fobbing, Sir, really, I muſt tell you, 1 begin 
to wonder why the Lady does not ſend for me, as well 
as to me, according to her Word of Honour ; for, 1 
proteſt. I have kept out of Town (to keep my Ward) 
theſe two Days. on purpoſe to be ſent for: And. really, 
upon my Credit Lock you, not to make 2 
Jett of the Thing, Sir- 
with wa'king. 

Cun. O! Walking gets a Stomach, Sir. 

Sim, Ay, but then it gets one no Proviſions, Sir; 
not but J have had a Stomach too, but then I loft it 
again, and got it again, as ohen, Sir, as a Man ſhall 
get and loſe 2 ſigl. t of Pauls, in a Walk to Chelſea. 

Can. Vhy don't von go to her your telf, Sir: 

Size. 5.7, there's: rifle calhd a Vow nas paſod be- 
tween us o the contrary, which renders the Tuning im- 
Poſſible: But, Sir, wall I beg the favour of yeu, if you 
meet the Lady's Foctmin running before her empty 
Coach, in an Orange tau ny Livery, that vou wou'd 
direct him and the horſes now to [//iagtzn, for I cant: 
but think ſhe will {end for me yet. 

Cun. Sir, I' certuitly do i. You are go- 
ing thither ? 

din. Tis very Minnte, Sir. nd Gill we return till 
ſent for; and there he“ certainly find me, Jookin 
upon the Pipes and V haftling. [ Ext. 

Cun. Ha, ha! A pretty Amuſement for a Lover, 
truly, tho' | think there's bur little Diference in the 
beſt of us. But now to roy ov.n Affair The 
Favous and the Ring give ine fair Heope., indeed 


, * * ® * - 
Toes bt d be Sizroof ion Go tra th 
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Lut 1 muſt f. ae 4, fade! F ra. [ ZN, 
Enter Niece, and Sir Gregory, 

Niece. A Letter for my! ti impc able! no bedy of 

common Senſe cou d ſupreſe I'd r-c.ize it from thy 


Harts hy wih tags fellow me. to prevcke 
me till to abate diet? 
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Sir Greg. Look ye, For ſooth, don't you be too hufty 
neither, lett upon reading that Letter you thou'd find 
reaſon to think better of me, and then look like a Fool 
for all the confident things you have aid and done to 


Niece. Prithee, dear Idec:t. don't have fo much Af- 
ſurance —=1s it not enough I do thee the Grace 
to receive this from thy Hands, (a thing that almoſt 
makes me ſick to do) but you mult tails too? 

Sir Greg. Well, well, Mrs. Frumps, do you read the 
Letter, pray, and then your 1 ongue will run another 
Tune, I believe. 

Niece. Stand away farther ——farther yet 
you ill- manner'd Changeling—did not you ſee I was go- 
ing to read it? 

Sir Greg. Oh ! oh! I may ſtay in your ſight at leaſt; 
you did not uie to endure me in the fame Room: The 
ery Supericription has done fume Good upon you, 

lee. 

Niece. Ha! "tis Cunningham's Hand! but what an 
odd Direction tis — o the Fuireſt in the Family——[ 
think I may venture to take it to my ſelf without Va- 
nity—T ous his Wit to doubt it. How pleaſant tis 
to make this Fool the mutual Meſſenger of our amorous 
Secrets, and his own Diſquiet. [ Hide. 

Sir Greg. O ho! ſhe nods at me already: Ah! it will 
al come in time. 

Niece. Is it poſſible thou canſt laugh yet? I wou'd 
have undertook to have kill'd a Spider with leſs Venom 
than I have ſpit at thee. 

Sir Greg, Pſhaw! I don't mind you now, mun. 

| Read your Letter, will you? 

Niece. Back then, Owl's-Face [ Reads.) Takes 
it as a Proof of Love. that for your ſaks I martif, are 
ther's V, anity: A Folly that need; but little Art to flaiter 
it, and jet, if rightly uud, may i t- | 
: dir 01. [Mithin.] My Niece? why there ſhe 
u, in the next Room. 

Niece. Ha | my Unkle's coming '—— Sir Gregory / 
why do you keep that Dittance ? you did not uſe to be 
o lirange ! 


Sir 
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Sir Greg. Ah, ah. ah, your Servant, Forſooth, wha, 
is your proud Stomack come down then? And now 
Madam, I have a Word or two to throw in vour Ear 
Look you, Madam, in the firit place. 


Niece. He don't come yet; why thou ſaucy Iſſue of 
ſome marching Granadiers ! how darett thou offer to 
come near me, tho' I call'd thee ? I'll make thee know, 
that to obey's as criminal as to contradict me, 

Sir Greg. Ads-haſh, Madam! vou'll ind I won't take 
things as I have done; I'll contradict you in lpite of 
your teeth, and obey you to plague you, and you ſhall 
obey me, tho' I plague my telf ; tor Vit marry you 
whether you will or uo; nay, tho' 1 ave no mind to 
it my (elf: Only for the 'Irick's ſake, PI trick, Ma- 
cam, and make you as nuſcrable a W ite, as you wou'd 
me a horrible Husband ; and there's tie Reiolution of 
a provok'd Lover, that in pure Revenge will throw him- 
tel f away upon you. [ Going, 

Niece. The Fool begins to talk Reaſon. 


Enter Mirabel. 


Mir. Sir Gregory, your Servant! pray, Sir, have you 
no Letter for me ? 

Sir Creg. Not I, Madam-——T brought one from 
Mr. Cuuningbam to Mrs. Miſe: able there, that ſhall be, 
and ſo your Servant. [ Exit. 

Mir. I am afraid, Madam, Sir Gregory has made 2 
Miſtake, and has given you my Letter. 

Niece. Ha! what do I ſee! the very Favour J ſent 
him, I am confounded but will ſeem as uncon- 
cern'd as ſhe. Aide. ] You have a mighty pretty Ribbon 
here—The very ſame—Pray where might you buy it! 

Mir. Really, Madam, I don't know | was only 
deſir'd by a Friend to wear it — But had you any 
Letter tho'? 

Niece. Yes—l vow it's very pretty 
Preſent, I preſume. 

Mir. One, that wou'd have me think he's a Lover 
E pray, Madam, was not there ſome Miſtake in that 

tter? 


ſome Lover's 


Niece. 
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Nizce. My Heari's too full to anſwer her I'll give 
it her, and ſeem ignorant of all —0 dear, yes, he 

ve me a Letter, I cou'd not imagine from whom—T 
. open d it too, and if you had not come, was jult 
to read it 

Mir. Nay, there's no Harm, Madam. C Reads 55 _ 

elf. 

Nizce. Can he then be the Villain that he Ry 
He i The Subject of the Letter too confirms him {o ! 
Where's all my Pride of Spirit now, that ougat to tear 
him from my Heart; Abus'd, and made the Stale, the 
Property of another's Hope ! Confuſion! how the faules 
in Triumph o'er my Folly ! 


Cunningham a? the Dor. 


Cun. So! my Mine ſucceeds, I ſee! the Train has 
taken ! 'twill bounce anon. 

Mir. Ha, ha, ha 

Nizce. O Torture to my Face! ſure ſhe dares not 
own her Treachery. Your Letter ſeems to pleate you, 
Madam. | 

Mir. Yes, truly, I can't but laugh to ſee how ſome 
People's Vanity expoſes em; and how ridiculouſly 
Women of little or no Beauty will rail at thoſe, that 
really have it. 

Niece. Has any body rail'd at you, Madam ? 

Mir. Um a little ! My Features did not pleaſe 
em, it ſcems. My Face was only a French Roll or ſo 
— IIa, ha, ha! 

Mece. Ha! the very Words I ſaid to Cunningham! 
betray me too 

Mir. And yet the Perſon thas they thought liked 
theirs better, 15 Fool enough, it ſeems, to find fome- 
ting in my Face, that they have not, poor Creature 
ha, ha, ha 

Niece. He's here! he dares not own it ſure. 


Cunningham enters. 
Cuz. | hope, Madam, you receiv'd my Letter. Je 
Mir. 


| Mir. I had this Moment read it, Sir. 
Niece. Nay, then he dares be any thing ne — 
The Proof's too plain. | | Car. 
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Cur. Ind may | flatter my ſelf that my Expec. 
tion's anſwer'd. 

Air. It that Lady's Uneaſineſs is any Evidence, you 
may. 

Ba Then you think I may laugh ſecurely ? 

Mir. Ay, and heartily! ha, ha, ha! 

Cun. Ha, ha, ba 

Nicce. Ungrateful ! perjur'd Wretch ! 

Can. Madam 

Niece. O! thou haſt wrong'd the tendereſt Heart that 
ever liiten'd to the faichleſs V ows of Man. 

Can. I had little reaſon to think ſo from the Encou- 
ragement I taw you give two Fools before my Face. 

N:ece. I learnt from thee before that ſervile Artifice 
of diſſembling: But tell me, was I then credulous and 
vain, to think your Vows ſincere? O! I had fill'd the 
Meaſure of my Hopes in thee, my Duty, Intereſt, 
Friends, and Fortune not conſider'd, when thy ſup- 
pos'd Fidelity demanded 'em. 

Cun. Suppoſe me then no more the thing I ſeem'd; 
but as your Heart, your Hopes, and tendereſt Wiſhes 
would create me, yours fincerely, and only yours. I 
knew there was no other way at once to give my Hopes 
a Certainty but this, this innocent Deceit of 
ſeeming falſe to ſtir your Jcalouſies; and if you don't 
applaud the Stratagem, you wrong the Heart you now 
complain'd of. 

Nfece. Is't poſlible ? 

Mir. Ev'n ſo indeed, Madam, and if you don't par- 
don my part of the Jett we made of you — II 
ſwear you'll allow no body Wit but yourſelf. 

Niece. Well! you have fool'd me fairly ; but how 
ſhall I make you amends ?— 

Cun. That's <.fily done; you ſhall make me a Huſ- 
band, and I have engag'd Sir Gregory ſna make ber 
another: when | am a little recover'd from the Sur- 
prize of my good Fortune, [I'll tell you how. 

Thus tho ador'd, the Fair-One falſely coy, 
That would with Doubts the L:wirs Hope d. ray, 
Once touch d with Fealouly wonfirms his Fo. 

| [ E x01 xt. 


The End of th: Fourth AF. 
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SCE N FE. Cunningham's Lodg:ngs. 


Enter Cunninghan .. Outwit, Priſcian, and Si. 


areadbare. 
Can, Ou'!l pardon me, dear Outzvit, that I did 
not, . - trutt you with my Deſign upon 


your Coutin [:c4..: but fince you have told me how 
| may ſerve you in this new Attempt upon your Fataer, 
| have not now the leal! Fear or Doubt remaining. 

V. Out. taith, I can't blame your Caution, in fo 
critical a Point; but 1 am glad I have it in my power 
to ſerve you, not only for our old Acquaintance iake, 
but the Pleaſure too of biting my Father; nay, Vil 
make him pay the very Muſick to your Wedding: Is 
the Concert ready, Knight ? 

Sir Tor. Oh, Sir, we are half the Concert ourſelves ; 
we tao are the Tabor and Pipe, that mutt make . 
Purſe dance out of his Pocket. 

Priſ. Yes, Sir, you'll find us & cantare fares, & 
reſpondere parati. 

V. Our. Say you ſo, my Lads ; faith, we'll fing ar- 
veft home with a melodious Horn- pipe. 

dir Thy, My Wife has engag'd to bring the Ladies. 

Y. 2. And il undertake the young Cox comb. 
ſhall fol, W iN. 

dir Th But "tis time, Gentlemen, we were tuning 
our Inſlruments. 

V. Out. Let's away from the back Door. Adieu. 

Priſ. Fi tui dulce canit, wolucres «um decepil aue. 


Exit J. Out. Sir Thr. ard Pri 
Ezter 
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Enter Servants with a Banguct. 


Cun. So! very well—Reach me the black Gown. 
Are none of the Gueſts come yet? 

Serv. Yes, Sir, I believe there's one below in the 
Parlour now. 

Cun. What is he? 

Serv. Really, Sir, I can't be poſitive ; but I ſuſpet 
him to be a Fool, that ſome Pawan-broker's old Faſhion 
Clothes have made half a Gentleman: I think he faid 
his Name was Simple. 

Cun. The very Perſon I wanted, ſhew him up im- 
mediately. 

Sery. He's here, Sir. 

Cun. Ah! Monſieur Simple“ moſt opportunely wel- 
come | you are come in the very Cxiſis of your Revenge, 
I expect Sir Gregory every Minute ! Well, how is it? 

dim. Periſh me, Sir, if | am not in a very untoward 
Condition, for between Love, and Cold, and Hunger, 
and one thing or other, I am really almoſt ſtarwd, 
Sir Pray, Sir, has not this unkind Lady ſent for 
me yet? 

Cun. Truly, not that I hear, Sir! I fancy there 
ſome unfriendly Meſſenger imploy'd between you. 

Sim. Why then it mutt be fo; for in all Appearan- 
ces, I'm poſitive the Lady muſt be a Perſon of Honour; 
and could not have fo little Wit, as to think to make 
a Fool of me But really I was never ſo cold ſince 
my firſt peeping into the World; that River is excel- 
hive bleak, and in my Conlcience, | have been ſeven 
Mile in length upon the Banks of it; where really, Sit, 
I believe | have not ſeen leſs than five thouſand Stickle- 
backs. And I am really of opinion, that there ale 
Gudgeons too Miller's-thumbs I ſaw in val 
Quantities, I believe I told above fourſcore L 
make a little bold with your Sweet-mea:-. 

Cun. And welcome, Sir, i 

Sim. "Tis firange now, I have really no Taſte in 
any thing. ; 

Can. O! Love, Sir, diſtracts every thing, but iſelf. 
{ Servant awhi/pers.] Udſo! J have News for you. 


Lim. 
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zin For me! what 15 it, tor this Plamb's fake? 
Can. Nay, hear ine, Sir. 

Sim. I'll warrant you, Sir, I have two Ears to one 
Mouth, I hear more than I cat, vu — 

Cur. Sir Gr-207)'s come, and you [hall tee him fobb d 
immediately. 

Sim. No! that would be an immoderate Pleaſure. 
Can. Stand unſcen there but two Minutes, and I Il 
fnd an Opportunity to call you in, and place you at 
the Table with the Lady I deiign to tham upon him. 

Sim. Sir could not I drink firk ? 

Cun. By and by, I'll put her Health to u 
Here he comes, away. 


E nter Sir Gregory. 


dir Gregory / your moſt faithful humble Servant. This 
i; indeed the greateſt Honour was ever done to my 

r Habitation. 

Sir Greg. Phoo! prithee pox of Complements, Man, 
Il do thee this Honour every Day of the Week when 
I'm married, but my Head's upon other things now; 
for to tell you the truth, I am up to the Ears in Love 
and Spite. 

Cur. Soft! the Lady's in the next Room 
if ſhe ſhould hear you, all's unravell'd. 

Sir Greg. Ad! twas well you told me; for I was 
jait going to baul out how terribly I ſhould laugh at her, 
when I have got her whether the will or no. 

Cun. Oh! but don't uſe her too ſeverely neither. 

Sir Greg. No, no, I'll only vex her a little, or ſo. 

Cun. Hang it, ev'n forgive her all. 

Sir org. No, faith! I muſt crab her, ſhe muſt be 
vinegar'd! I long dearly to fetch a little Verjuice out of 
her; for you know ſhe has been damnably ſaucy to me. 

Cur. O! you'll ſoon tame her. 

Sir Greg. So I will, faith; tor before I bed her, III 
very fairly ſee her Legs tied to the two bottom Pots, 
her Hands to the Head-board, and a Gag in her 


Mouth, that ſhe may ncizher kick, bite, baul, ſcratch, 
ar run away. 


2» 


Can. 
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Car. For all this, I ſhall lee you and your Lady liy, 
as quietly as two Tortoiſes. 


Sir Greg. Nay, it's all one to me, whether we dor 


no; ſhe may be a Tortoiſe, for ought I Know, at the 
bottom, but hitherto, I am ſure, I have ſeen nothing of 
it in her, but a damn'd thick Shell. 

Cun. Well, Sir! now to the Proof on' t.. 
[Soft Mufick.] That's the Signal of her Approach — 
Come, Sir, get into this Gown with me, put your 
Right Hand through this Sleeve Mind you your 
Part, and I'll warrant her your own. 

Sir Greg. Well, faith! this will be pure! Now I be. 


gin to ſmoak it; do you place her in that Chair, and! 


warrant you, I'll grope her out. 
Cur. Here ſhe comes—elic (till. 


Euter Mirabel. 


Lady, this homely Roof, and coarſer Entertainment, 
are too much honour'd by ſo fair a Prefence ; but where 
#4:ncere Aﬀections are both Hott and Guett. the Place 
takes little from their full Delight. 


Enter Simple. 


This only Friend I have made bold Yinvite, to be the 
private Witneſs of our contracted Faith. 

Mir. Your Friend's moſt welcome, Sir; and when 
our Hands are ink d in that firm Chain, that muſt u- 
nite us ever, Fame fhall belye mv Virtue, if eer it 
ſpeaks me but an obedient Wife; in witneſs of this 
Truth, I yield my Hand. 

Can. And thus devoutly I receive it. 

Mir. O] you graſp me, Sir, too hard. 

Cur. Think it but a Love's Zeal, and pardon it. 

[ Afide. 

Mir. Poor Sir Gregory! methinks I pity him ! bow 
{trangely would he rave to ſee this Interview? 

Can. O] youre ſtill too much concern d for him: 
You know he gave his Intereſt up to me, and ſhou d 
you Pity one that ſlights you ? 

Mir. That Thought, indeed, revives my Refo- 
lution No more Delars then, but for ever 
make me ycurs. i Can. 


* 
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Cun. T hus then 
Sim. Hold, Sir. begging your fair Lady's Pardon 
give me lcave firit, at leaſt, in one friendly 
lowing Glaſs, to particularize my ſeparate Satisfac- 
tion, that 1 concelve at this time in your united Fe- 
icity, and that ridiculous Amimal, Sir Grez7;'s eternal 
{appointment. 
3 Since tis your Friend's Propoſal, Sir, I 
it. Drinks. 
2 'Tis kindly offer'd. 
Sim. Deſtroy me, but ſuch a Banquet once a-weelt. 
round make me grow fat in a Fortnight. [(.] 
But, pray Sir, now proceed in your Ceremony. 
Can. Thus then——Pefore the ſacred Pavers abowe, 
I nin this plighted Hand in Bonds of Live ; 
And with this Hand the Heart that tut the ſame, 
To barn for (ver in this jacred Flame. 
With Hand and Heart I yield my Fortune Ho, 
And all the Rights that to a Wife are due: 
Ard this firm Vow for mutual Life ſhall ſtand, 
trevacably; ſcal d with Heart aud Hand. 


Lim. Well, now could I walk bare foot to Beraticł, 
ad back again, and laugh at this Jeit all the way, 
without baiting. [ Hide. 
Mir. Thus ton—— Before the ſacred Postens above, 
I join this plighted Hand in Bands of Lowe : 
tad with this Hand, the Heart that cwns the ſame, 
To burn for ever in this ſacred Flame : 
With Hand and Heart [ nirld my Fortune tos, 
And all the Rights that are a Huſband's due : 
And this firm Fox for mutual Life ſhall ſtand, 
Irrevacably jeald with Heart and Hand. 
ur Greg, Ha, ha, ha! Faith, and fo it ſhall, 
adam, for here's the Hand that owns the Heart that 
jou have ſworn to obey. 
Cur. And, Faith, Sir Gregory. here's Witneſs of 
ke Contra. = qe 
dir Greg. Now, now, what Names have you to call 
de, pray? 
Mir. Huſband, Sir. 


D Sir 
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Sir Greg. [Coming out of the Co en,] Hah! 0g 
nails! I am cheated, wrong'd, fool'd, abus'd. 

Sim. Extremely fobb'd, indeed, Sir. 

Cun. Why, did not I tell you, Sir, you ſhou'd fn 
her another Woman? 

Sim. Nay, the is not the ſame, Knight I @ 
witneſs ; ha, ha! 

Sir Greg. What the Devil, have you brought by 
own Man to laugh in my Face too——Sir, fince fe 
is not the ſame, I mult tell you, I'll have another, i 
there were but another Lady in Europe : You'll find, 
Sir, that I won't be married in Blind-man's-Buf 

Cun. Why, "twas your own Agreement, Sir 
And if you knew the Care I have taken of you, you 
down of your Knees and thank your Stars it was u 
worſe. 

Sir Greg. A Fire of my Stars, I did not care if ny 
Stars were all of a light blaze. I am ſure I may thut 
you that tis as bad as it i 

Cun. Are not you aſham'd! Your very Inhumaniy 
has drawn Tears from the Lady. 

Mir. Ah me! Is this the Promiſe of my Hoys! 
Why was I flatter'd with imaginary Joy? Muſt I {& 
fer for another's Fault? Is Pride, Perverfeneſs, andil 
Uſage then the only way to conquer Men's Aﬀec 
tions? If Tears, Submiſſion, Gentleneſs, and Oe 
dience have no Charms, my Merit's poor indeed, as 
I deſerve the Slights that I foreſee mutt fall on me. 

Sir Greg. Why, Faith, upon ſecond Thoughts, ti 
is ſomething civiller than Rogue and Raſcal. 

Cun. Ods-precious! Madam, dry your Eyes it 
ſhame! I have no longer Patience to lee ſuch You, 
Beauty, and ſuch Virtue thrown away on one thi 
never can delerve em Go, Sir, return zg 
to her that knows you better; that gives you yy 
fitter for you; that means to treat you to your Met 


to abuſe, to baffie and diſgrace you: Fool, Slave, I 


cal, Manſter, is the Converſe you delight in: We fl 
no ſuch Ware; if you look here for Blows, 


mouth'd Curles, you aze deceiv'd ; pray, 
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here leckneſs, Obedience, Virtue, are the 
Goods we deal in. 

Sim. And, pray, Sir, has not your Wiidom yet diſ- 
cover'd the Party, for whole fake the other Lady to 
horribly abus d you? ha, ha 

Sir Greg. Why, you little ſorry Son of a — 


1 


Hark- ye, Cunningham, do but male halt az much a 
Fool of that whole Fatanajrs, for laughing at me, 
and let things go as they will——fere's my land, 
Il forgive thee all over. [ .4/7de. 

Can. O fie! Sir, your Xlind can't be fo four al- 
terd. You'll like no Woman that won't fling a Si- 
pet in your Face; break your Head with a Fan- handle, 
or bore your Noſe with a Silver Bodkin. 

Mir. Theſe Qualities you'll never find in me + But 
in a fond obedient Wife, the readieſt and the Hun: 
bleſt Servant. 

Can. Death! but he ſhall not, Madam; let his 
gols Ignorance feel the lots of you- I've 2 
Thought will do; I'll diſannul the Contract yet, and 
ke you better marricd. 

vir Greg. 'Slife ! but you ſhall not, Sir, [ Tak: har 
Hand from him.] ſhe's mine, and I am her, and as 
long as we are one another's, according to Law, let me 
ee the Man that dares divide us. If you are my 
Friend, Sir, prove it; and don't pretend to do me a 
good Turn, and then hit me o'the teeth with it. | 
an ſure, conſidering how damnable ii! I tucceeded 
ah the t'other, this Lady can't blame me for being a 
tle cautious at firſt. | 

Mir. If it were only Caution, Sir, indeed I cannot 
blame you. 

Cun. Nay, Sir, get the Lady's Conſent, and 1 have 
t Objection — 

Sir Greg. Lady's Conſent! ſo 1 have, 8 
Look-ye here, Sir LX. is ler. ] there's my &rit 
roof of Love to her And now, Madam, to flop 
the Mouth of my Friend's Impertinence tor ever, give 
a a round Smack, as a Proof of vour Lore to me. 

D 2 There's 
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There's for you, Sir; are you ſatisfied now, Sir? [e 


Zi es him ] 


Cun. Nay, now I own your Wit too hard for mine; | 


indeed you have carry'd lier in ſpite of me. 

Sim. And now, Sir, ! hope you'll own there ar 
Ladies that may be carry d too in ſpite of ocher People; 
ha, ha! 

Sir Greg. Ay, but it muſt be when thou'rt her 
Coachman then, for if ever thou carrieſt a Lady, 
without LTorles to help thee, I'li be bound to be a Hack 
deer as long as I live. 

Sim. Sir, there are Perſons, indeed, that are ridi. 
culous, and very obnoxicus to Ladies, and ſuch Fool; 
indeed, do miſs of 'em 

Cur. Nav, no Diſſenſion here, I beſeech you, 
Gentlemen—— Mz. Sh , I'll do your Buſineſs & 
fectually 

Sim. Sir, I'm convinc'd that my Conduct has de. 
ſerv'd it even of the Lady herſelf, Sir. 

Cun. Sir Gregory, hark ve — you ſhall laugh at hin 
very ſpeedily 

Sir Greg. Ha, ha 

Cun. In the mean time, I have ſtill contriv'd you 
a new and better Revenge upon your other Miſtreſs. 

Sir Greg. How! How! Dear Rogue, my Spleen 
on tip-toe at the very Thoughts on't. 

Cun. Why, let your Contract with this Lady be yet 
conceal'd ; and, to her Unkle, Rill ſupport a Facet 
deeming Inciination to her, which will make him f 
eager for the Match, that he'll een force her to offer 
herſeif to yo» hen you may burſt into a Laugh in his 
Face, tw". your Heel to her, and bid her loo! 
for a a i where there is a Man Fool enough to 
be ſo. nus „ou humble her proud Stomach ; return 
her Cop neſe with Contemp:, and treble all your late 
Difgr.ces opon ber 3hame ; and let your Bride, ber 
Rival's Virtue, wiumph o'er her Falthood and ber 
Folly. 

S.. Zreg. Ha, ha 
no n, e Splen a 
plaguc che 09 


ere don't do it, fay I have 
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noſt as ſcurvily as his Niece. Come, Mavam, let's 
o Bed, and o to Church as falt as ever we can 
8 "ot hen, Madam Xlinx, % Her faire wall lie 7 
Il Hat a Hiftund bett ly! it miſſing of me: 
Huw my Spice nail be 470 kl, 4, d 0 1 11 Mind f/ at 
79 flout Dir, 
i hawve bobbÞ\d Her cad Heart, and am mari. 
evithuut her. | 
[Fei Si, Gregory ani XIirabel. 
Cu. Mhyx, how now I riend! What! in à Brown 
Study? 
fm. Why, really, Sir, I am a little ſorpri⸗'d 1 
dent hear from ihe Lacy vet. 
Cur. O! the good Minute will come before Niglit, 
my Life on't. | 
lim, Well, Sir, Lovers indeed muſt have Patience. 
[|] een take another Turn by the New- Riter, where, 
if Love were not an Enemy to Laughter, the T hought: 
of your fooling the Knight wou'd at leaſt be a two 
Hours Entertainment to me: But I think now of bor- 
wing an Angle-Rod to paſs away the Time with; 
you know my walk, Sir, if ſhe ſends, you'll certainly 
ind me upon the ſame Bank, juſt by the Eddy, fiſhing 
tor Millers: thumbs. [Extit. 
Can. I'll certainly take care, Si 


Enter F. Outwit. 


Hah! Outavit ! Well how go Square: ? 

A Out. Bravely, Boy ! Ail's a-foot ; The Knight”. 
lady has prevail'd with my Couſin, your Miftre(s, upon 
a Aſſurance that you will meet her there; and ſhe has 
#heedled the old Governeſs to go with her: And they 
we all now at the Alaſquerade, in the next Street; 
won which I have alarm'd my Father, that Sir Ge- 
guy is fallen off, for Neglects, and ill Ulage, and that 
de is now violently bent upon a rich Widow, (whom 
de Knight's Lady mult perſonate) and to complete his 

erenge, is reſolv'd, unleſs ſuddenly prevented, to 
ary her immediately: Now this, Sir, will make my 

eager, at any Rate, to recover vir Gregory, 
3 „hom, 
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whom, by a Mark, and the change of one another; 
Coats, you are to perſonate; and ſo diiguis'd, yours 

of your Miltreis, and ev'n cheat the old Governeſ 1 
atut you. | 

C un. dmirable But where's the old Knight, your 
Father ? 

Y. Cut. I left him in the Street, ſtopping a Coach, 
Will tiis Window. *, upon a »(U PLCION that Sur Gre. 
£4, Was in the Inſide on't, and to took that Oppor. 
tunity to flep up, aid prepare you fur yur next Scene 
Here he comics. 

Can, 1 am icady for him. 


Enter Sir Oliver. 


Cir O“. Mr. Cunninzham, your Servant: Pray, Sir, 
dan you tell me any News of Sir G, tory? 

Can No, really, Sir, but what [| ſuppoſe your Son 
nas told yuu, that he's certainly gone ui, 

Sir Of. But what uud be the Reaton, think you? 

Y. Out. Shall I te it you over again, Sir? I tell 
yu Irs Lewitcuds my Coutin's il! Ulage, and your 
ace Puiigrmance of your Prumitc have quite turn'd hi 
Brain, and if you cun't immediately think of fome 
EE xpedicut to reci,ver lum, with full Hopes of hi; 
marrying your Niece gut of hand, you'll find him 
marcy'd to the Widow belore to- morrow Morning. 

Sir O2. Ah! cuu'd we but find him, I'd ſecure him 
niy Niece. 

V. Out. Aſſure him but of that, Sir, I dare yet un- 
dertake to recover the Knight; for, to tell you the 
truth, he has invited me to his Wedding, and I an 
this Moment truited with their very Place of meeting, 

>ir 01. Nay, then, all's whole again; we have 
him, for I have already ſent to my Naece, to pre: 
pare herlelf to marry him within this half-hour 
Come, come, we'll call upon Dector Doauble-Chin à 
wenge; Whip up the Ceremeny, and tack em together 
like a new pair of otockings . — 

V. Ont. Right, Sir, but one of the Stockings Þ 
mine: Now wnce you have already bargain'd for * 


ir, 
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| ſhall not pa't with the tother without a valuable 


Conſideration. 
* Ua 1 41 , 5 
ir 014. W hat doit thou mean: 
v. Out. That my Knight, Sir, is the Feilow to 
our Niece ; ar.d :t. you tell him her, I mud fell you 
um. : | $i 3” 
cir Of. Pfl. aw, prithee, Why you ly Rogue, cot 
mou think | vor confiaer toy 7 


b . * + » Y 4 1 A 8 14 1 0 201 1 4 
. Out. Six, 505 1 een not ne Out i þ 13 £70 ef 
* - wt 
* "=p Je YE 2. ip : ' . PETS = 0 3 
d baving nachinz but my WI. 
olive by, 1 am reſolv'd not to facie by being 2 


Fool. 

Cu This is 21 time to banzle Kith hi. Si: 

Sir Ol. Vo iry the Rogue i in the tight. an! L wi. l 
encourage hum 3 1 love ingenuicy — — LCC, 
tinah, there's Subſiſtence tor the Vices of a Mlle 
Fortnigl. t Come, come along. 

Y. Out. I can't ſtir one Step, if thele two Pie; 
are not immediately made twenty. 

Caz. Strike him quickly, Sir, before he raiies bi, 
Price. 

Sir OI. Railes the Devil, who ſhall raiſe the 
Money ? 

Y. Out. Every Word you ſpeal:, Sir, i a M ele 
Pound out of your way: now | mull have one and 
twenty, 

Cun. I to!d you how 'twou'd be, Sir. 

Sir OJ. Why you impudent Son of a — 

V. Out. Another, Sir — twenty two. 

Sir Ol. Um 8 
N V. Out. Have a care you don't reaſon wn me, 
will undo vou. 

Cun. You {ce his Humour, Sir: Faith cen let him 
have it, tho" you fling it at his Head——Thething's 
nchly worth an hundred, Sir. thee. 

Sir Ol. Hide. ] Why, doit thou think I don't know 

Jam biting him all this while——There, Sirrah, 
there's your Money : Nay, prithee, don't loſe mote 
ume to count it. 

V. Out. Always tell Money after vour Father, Sir 


2 4 Eater 
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Enter a Servant haſtily. th 
Sir OJ. How now? A 
Sexy. O! Sir, Mrs. Lucinda is no where to be found ; 1 


we have enquir'd up and down, ſearch'd high and low ; 
the went out with a ſtrange Lady, Sir, and the old 
Governe/s, and left word with Nrs. May, that if your 
Honour enqu:r'd for her, ſhe believ'd ſhe ſhiou'd never le 
come home again. 


Sir OJ. Undone, undone, all's blown up again. 8 
V. Out. The Money's right, Sir. 5 


Cun. This is a Mlis fortune, indeed Sir. 
Sir Ol. Ah! Son! Son! now ſhew thy ſelf my Son: 
Help at this Pinch, and I'll 
Y. Out. Count me out thirty Pieces more, Sir—with- W 
out delay take my word too for deſerving em, “ 
for [ muit begin to have ſome regard now to my Credit, 
Sir Quick, Sir, or I don't bate you a Shilling of 
forty. 
Can. Faith, Sir, this is downright Extortion, I am 
really aſnam'd I wou'd not give it him. E. 
Sir OJ. You wou'd not give it him! Then 
you'd loſe a thouſand Pound, Sir There, there 
tis, bring me but to my Nice; if it is not right, TI 
' double the Sui. he 
V. Out. Then obſerve, Sir, your Nzece is now in 
Maſquerade, at my Lady Rewel's, which is the general 
Rendezvous of all the young Coxcombs in Town: She 
has an Amour afoot there, to my knowledge, that you 
don't know of, and very probably intends, this Night, 
to make a faſhionable end on't. 0 
Sir OJ. Ihe Devil! hs 
V. Out. Suſpend your wonder, Sir: Y ou'd recover 
her, wou'd not you? 8 
Sir O/. O]! dear Son, at any Rate, at any Rate. | 
V. Out. Then obſerve, Sir, we three, with ſuch 
Help as may be neceſſary, will all enter upon dem diſ- 
guis'd, (for no body bare-fac'd is admitted) pretending be 
to be a fort of Anti-maſk, and ſo, at a proper Op por- 
tunity, (which I'll contrive) we may carry her off. 81 is 
1 
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sir OJ. Won't this Maſking take up too much time 
tho“? 

Y. Out. Sir, they never ſtir thence till Morning : 
And for Diſguiſes, I can fit you in a quarter of an 


our. 

Sir OJ. Well. well, is there any thing elſe wanting ? 

v. Out. Only the charge of good Muſick, Sir; it 
muſt be good, that we and our Deſign may paſs the 
leſs ſuſpected ; and I can provide you that, Sir, if you'll 
ive your Word, before this Gentleman, to pav it. 

Sir Ol. There's my Hand, coſt what it will; get the 
beſt in the Kingdom, I'll pay-it all. 

Y. Out. That's all you ſhall pay, upon my Word, 
dir. 
Cun. { Ade ] And a good round Sum upon ny 
Word, Sir. 

Sir O! Let's awav; let's away. [ Exeung. 

Can. I neither doubt his Friendſhip, or his Wit: 

But come the wort, if his Attempts Gerthrown, 


My Reſaliutiou then fhall ſiixe my nnn. 


Enter in Maſquerade Lady Gentry, Nicce, Governct:, 
and Ladics. 


L. Cen. Come, Ladies, Mluſick ſtall give us now 
her airy Welcome; twill be the belt, I fear, this 
aomely Habitation can afford. 

Niece. For me, alas! my Welcome follows me, elſe 
[ am ill come hither : You {lill aſſure me, Madam, Mr. 
Canning ben wall be here. 

L. Ger. Madam, as on his Life, depend on't. 

Niece. Continue {till to let the Gowerne/s believe Sir 

Gregory's the Man we wait for. 
_ Gay. I marvel, Lady, the Knight's fo flow in cam- 
mg! Lovers o'th' latter Age were wont to ride with 
Spurs on. | 

L. Gen. He'll be here immediately 


hi: Muſicle's 


come already, Madam——He only itays to be perfect 
in ſome gallant Device to appear with, that he has been 


beating his Brains about. 
Mece. Ah! poor lan! he may beat 'em to pap be- 
e any thing comes out ©: 'em. 


D 3 
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Cv, Well, well, yvull agree better one Day. 

Nice. Hardly two, I'm afraid. 

Gov. Marriage will alter you. 

Niece. J rather believe 1 ſhall alter my Marriage. 

[ Aſede, 

G;v. Nay, nay, I know you are for a Man of Wit, 
Forſooth Wy Curnninham, [ Warrant Y OU, one that has 
no more Honeſty than a Horte-Courfer, and as little 
Conſcience as an Apothecary's Bill: A falſe proteſting 
VWretch. In my heart, our Women are all won with 
ill Uſage, now-a-days. 

L. Ger. Truly, and fo are the len too, for aught 1 
ſee. 

G:v. Ay! in troth, you've hit it, Lady if True 
heartedneſs were the thing, NIr. Cunningham might 


have prov'd himſelf an koneſt Nan afore now, and ſome 


Folks ncver the worlc for't. 
L. Cen. Nay, Men are indeed ſtrange Creatures. 
G:zVv. Ah! they are no more what they were 
Necc. I lan you can be what I am now, Governts, 
Gov. Well, well, you'll be wiſer one Day. 
Niece. I'd willingly be happy firſt, methinks. 
Gov. Then Sir Gregory's the Man mult make you fo, 
and ſay I tell you fo. 
Nicce. If I do but manage him right, I hope he will. 
L. Gen. Hark ! I hear his Mufick ; this muſt be he. 
[ Flourth. 


Enter Sir Oliver, J. Outwit, Cunningham 1 Sir Gre: 
gory 's Clothes, all masked, Sir 'Threadbare ard Pri. 
as Muſicians, &c. aul take cut the Ladies to dance. 


So, fo, our Company's well increa>'d! What ſay you 
to a Dance, Ladies ? 

Niece. What fay you, Covernes ? 

Cow. Nay, nay, not 1 in troth 
Days are dune. 

Sir OJ. Come, come, Widow, you won't ſpoil good 


my jaunting 


Company, ſure Well have one Round in honour of 


Six'y-three. An! ycu can fast ig ill, if you were but 
ell nuts. 


Gov. 
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Gov. Well, well, a civil Word makes me do any 


thin 
bir O. That I dare ſwear, by your bringing my 


Niece hither, with a Pox to you. [ Ade. 

Cun. I think, Lucinda. 

Niece. Cunningham! 

Cun. The ſame ; fear nothing. 

Niece. Why, where's the Danger : 

Cun. Your Unkle S here. 

NMiece. You make me tremble. 

Can. Be eaſy, he's drawn into the Flot againſt him- 
ſelf. 

V. Out. That's your Nice, Sir, Caningham has ic 
cur'd her already. 

Sir Of. I fret: We have caught her, i'faith, Boy. 

V. Out. Will you allow me Wit now, Father ? 

Sir OJ. Thou halt earn'd thy Money faithtully, I 
mult allow 1t. 

V. Out. I hope to give you a better Proof ont yet 
before Night, Sir. 

Sir O.. "Lat me but get over this Plunge, and III a! 
low thee anv thing, 

V. Out. "hat l'll engage you thal!, Sir, before 
have done with you. 

Can. At dur ſecond Meeting in the Dance, ve looſe 
dur Hands no more. | 

Niece. Are you prepat'd to join em: 

Can. The PÞricit mays lor us ta Ss the Gi 2 N 


Niece. Ves, ve, ſhe rake: » uu 101 dir G1: „ 4b 0 
will follow us. 

Gov. Ah! well fud, Sir Fright, flick clo{ to her, 
nd recover the 1 ine you've lot — We have wil tl, 
Hour fer YOU, 

Cun. When you fee us go off in the Dance, I here 
youll g er eth 1s 7 ö 

Gov. Wal What do vou think [came hicher for ? 

dir Ol. C ome, cuNe, Uri! e up, >Ga LUC, 

4 A4 ace, nt ; 
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Sir O/. { Dancing a] Heyday ! Heyday ! What is the 


XIuſick tir'd before us: 

Sir Thr. No ſure, bote de Company 'ave done, you 
ice, and is be gore. 

Sir 0. Ha! M ho! What! Where's my iece 2 Son 
Son ! my A et F my Nece / 

V. Oz. Ar: vou mad, Sir, to diſcover yourſelf? 
Did not you fee Cain go off with her? 

Sir Ol. Diicover the Devil; don't tell me, Sir, was 
not | to hae gone along with him? for gught I know 
here may be a Contrivance Ha! l'gad I don't like 
Your Looks. | mutt tell you that, Sir. hy the 
Word 1':! go after em. | Guing, vir Thr. and Prif. 

flop him. 

Sir 775 Nola, Sir, Diabolo. you moſte paye de 
\{outque before you fall goe. 

Sir CG. Nauſ ! Why how now, Scoundrel! 

Sir Thr. Ne no ondraſtandu what vou will ſay de 
vcondrel. Xle vil hava de Money. ; 

Sir O., Suppote I won't pay you theſe five Hours? 

Sir T/y, Den you fall no be go dis tive Hores. 

dir O0. Shalin't go, Sir! 

Sir 7%. No, Diabolo, you no ſall goe. 

Sir OJ. Why, Sirrah, ſuppoſe 1 have a mind to make 
vou play before me in the Stiects? 

Sir Tor, I have muka ro Accord to play de Street, I 
ava g grec to play only at de Ballat; if vou no ava de 
mince to darca no more, you vil paye de Money, de 
Atoney will letta you goe. 

Sir O/. A Pox on him for a ſputtering =—a— here, 
Son, Jay cut; give em 1 welve-pence a piece, and let 
be rid of en. 

Y. 1:4. 'I'welve-pence ! that's but a Crown, Sir! 

Sir 75. Una Corona! Ha, ha, ha! 

Sir O. Yah, van. Why, what a plague do you 
laugh at, Siu? I believe a Crown wou'd make you al 
laugh and dance too in gur own Country. 

. Oat. Sir, tor your own fake laugh again, and fay 
you only ant it as a Jeſt, you'll be expos'd for ever 
elle. 


Sir 
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Sir Ol. Expoſe a Rump, Sir; I am not to be langh d 
out of my Nlone y. 

v. Oat. Death! Sir, they are all tlas. 

Sir OI. Why, what then, Sir, mayn't an Tallau be 
2 Scoundrel, as well as an En Leman f 

v. Out. Lurd! Sir, I wou'd not have this heard for 
the Univerſe: Does not the whole Nation adore em, 
Sir? Is any Man allowed common Senſe, among the 
better ſort, that is not raviſh'd with their Xluſick? And 
is any thing a more faſhionable Mark of a Gentleman, 
than to pay an extravagant Price for't ? 

Sir Ol. A Pox of the Faſhion, Sir, they'll get no 
ſach Marks from me, I can tell you It any thing 
in Reaſon will fatty em ——let's know what tis— for 
I'm in halle. 

V. Out. Vil try what I can do with 'em, Sir. 

Sir Ol. [T9 himpelf j What cou'd they mean by going 
off without me? Unle!s my Ne ditcover'd my being 
here, and ſo ran away out of fear that's the beſt 
can hope of it it not, I am chous'd, and that 
Rogue, my Son, is at the bottom of it. 

V. Out. Nay, but Gentlemen, bate us but one ten 
Pound. 

Sir OJ. How ! Bate ten Pound! why, what the De- 
vil's the whole Sum then? 

Y. Out. Why, Sir, they are Five of them, and it 
ſeems they never ſtrike a Note under twenty Guincas a 
Man. 

Sir OJ. Twenty Hang Dogs 

V. Out. And, Faith, there's no making em bate a 
Shilling, Sir. 

Sir OJ. Oons! do they know what they fav, why 
that's a hundred Guineas ? 

V. Out. How, Sir! A hundred! what at hah ! 
Five of em at twenty— let's ſee — um um —four— 
ſcore Gad tis a hundred, Siræ ut we had not 
ume to make a Bargain, with 'em: Faith, Sir, I fee no 
Remedy, you paſs'd your Word to pay em. 

Sir Thr. Diabolo! For vate is all dis, doe noting ? 
Me vil be no affronta —xle vil ava de \loney, or you 
all ava my Life=—taka your Spada. [ Drazvs. 

V. 
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Y. Of. Have a care, Sir. 
Sir O/. Hoity, 'Toity ! O your Servant, Gentlemen 
What I am to be robb'd then, it ſcems. I beg your 


pardon took you for Fidlers, but I find by your 
Tools you are Gentlemen of another rade —<Ye 
good! Therc' your Money, Sir as fairly robb'd 
[ yield it but to aik a hundred Pound with five 
Fiddleſticks in your Hands, was an Impudence ten 
times beyond it Lheſe are Thieves, Surah—High- 
waymen, and I am robb'd. 

V. Out. Indeed, Xluſicians, Sir, and you are only 
bobb'd ; for col what it wou'd, twas your own Agree- 
inent to pay 'em. 


Sir Ol. Yes, yes, and you have provided 'em with ad- 


mirable Inſtruments, I th2nk vou. 
V. Out. Sir, the Gentlemen are taking their leaves, 
Sir OJ. O your Servanc! vour Servant, Gentlemen 
Hou are dannatly well bred, I muil cone 
but tis no matter, ſomebody thall pay fort, let me but 
recover my Nice, and Sir Gregory ſhall Hud it all in his 


Bill, faith. 
ute, Governeſs. 


Gov. Oh! Sir Ol der, undone, undone. 

Sir OJ. So! ſhe's robb'd tco, 1 hope. 

Gov. O! Sir, my Heart-Strings arc broke 
have ſcarce Life left to tell you the \1isfortune. 

Sir OJ. Misforture ! Why, what the Devil's the mat- 
ter with thee, thou haſt not been rav d, bait thou? 

Gav. Ah! Sir, wou'd that were the worit on't! Your 
Niece “ your Azece! Sir. 

Sir OI. What! broke her Leg ? 


Gov. O worte, worſe! ſhe has broke all Bonds of 


Obedience, and is moſt notoric..lty 

Sir OJ. With Child. 

Gov Narr Sir. 

Sir OJ. The Devil ! 

Gov. To that abandond falſe Dillembler, Cam 
niugham. 

Sir OI. Then wound be were wich Child hu: 
Who Was tie IIzelt 1 for lad 3 Haug hun. 
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Gov. Een your own Kinſman, Sir, Mr. Credulous 
Outwuit, that you deſign'd for the Welch Benefice. 

sir Ol. Good! | ſav'd him from one Halter, and he 
has helpt my Nzece to another Haſt thou any more 
il News? 

Gov. And Sir G regory is marricd too. 

Sir OJ. To my Niece too, I hope, and then I may 
hang her. 

Cow. No, Sir, to my Daughter; ſhe's Lady Goo/e 
now, and that's all I have left ro comfort me And 
{ke where they come all in a Cluſter — 


Eater Sir Gregory and Mirabel, Cunningham ard 
Niece, Young Outwit, Lady Gentry, S:r 'I hreadbare, 
Priſcian, and Myr. Credulous. 


Sir OJ. Heyday Rebellion in Triumph! fee what 
your Care's come to now, Mr, Politick ? Where's your 


Pit at a Pinch now, Sir? 


Y. Oat. Here! here in this full Purſe, Sir. 

Sir OJ. Very fine! ſo you have been in the bottom 
of all this Roguery againſt me, and I am fairly cheated 

v. Out. Lo your Heart's content, Sir, thanks to the 
little Wit your fatherly Folly turn'd a grazing. 

Sir Ol. Umph ! 

Sir Greg. Wit! ha, ha, ha! why didſt thou ever pre- 
tend to it, old Knight? 

Sir OI. Vis time I ſhould give it over indeed, when 


thou aſ{ſt that Queſtion. 


Sir Greg, Ha, ha! why you are crabb'd, old Unkle 
that wou'd ha' been. 

dir OJ. And you are married to a great Fortune, that 
ſhou'd ha' been. 

dir Greg. Yes, yes, if Rogue, Slave, Raſcal, Kick“, 
Thumps, and Bobs of the Face were to be coined. ſhe 
wou'd have been a devilith Fortune indeed; (life, Sir, 
I wou'd not have had her with that fint-hearted "Tongue 
of hers, though ſhe were ſtuck all over with Dianionds, 
tho' her Backſide were all beaten Gold, her Excs to 
drop nothing but Pearls, and the reit o her Rocks to 
make Wine uftead of Hogſheads of fair e. 

Cu. 
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Cure That | dare wear ſhe wou! not, Sir, if t 
had been only in pure Friendſhip to me. 

dir Greg. Nav, faith, I vil! "ou hadſt 'ſcap'd her 
too, and then ſhe might have been eaten up with the 
Green: ſickneſs: Look you, Sir, in ſhort, I have made 
this Gentleweman a Lady, in ſpite to her, and have 
married her in pite to you, and will love her in love to 
my felt ; and to let you all !ee what Honcur ſhe has miſg4 
the being other of, before to- morrow Morning, I'll ſo 
ſpur up m+ Knighthood chat il get her with Squire, 

Nicce Well, dir Greg2ry, you have made me { 
heartily aſiam'd of my Folly, that from henceforth, 
I am relo:v'd here to give my ſelf up to Love, Gen— 
tleneſs, and reſign'd Obedience. 

Sir Greg. Ay, ay, this is afore your Unkle's Face! 
but for all that, who: will have a Plaiſter upon his 
Forehead atore \lorning ? 

V. Out. You lee, Sir, all's irrecoverable - Nothin 
thrives but whatI have a hand in Vou had better allo 
me Two Hundred a Year, than io much a Week. 

Sir O.. O! 1 cannot think of parting with any thing 
b efore I die. 

V. Out. Then I ſhall certainly think of nothing but 
your Death, Sir. 

Sir O.. Peace, I fay—I'l! think again. 

Sir Gg. Well, Cunningham, now | proclaim thee 
a Man ot thy word; for I think 1 have {ufciently 
ſpighted my Nliſtreſs, and have as heartily ſour'd the 
old Gentleman! Look how ſhe looks! and now if 1 
cou'd but p ague my Man Single a little, the full Jcys 
of my Spleen wou'd be compleat.— 

Can. That you may de immediately, for here be 
Comes. 


Enter Simple, vit an Angle-1 ed. 


You, Nladam, mult join with us. [To Niece, 

Sir G/s. Ha, ha, ha! why how now, Sam! San! 
Boy! What bait thou been bobbing for Grigs; and in 
the mean time, let thy Millreſs ſlip through ty Fin- 
gers like an Eel ? ha, ha! 


Sim. Gudgeons indeed are eaſter taken; for I oy 
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this Lady, d'ye obſerve me, has caught you, Sit — But 
rally my Buſineſs at preſent is with this Lady. 

Niece. Away, ungrateful Man. | 

Can. Hark you, vir, tis now too late to expoſtulate: 
The Lady, I find, is betray'd as well as you ; it ſeems 
he ſent above a dozen times to you, and the falſe Bro- 
ter, that was employ'd between you, as often brought 
word you wou'd be with her in a Quarter of an Hour. 

Sim. Sir, if [ have ſeen any living Creature, but a 
few Miller's-T humbs, fince I laſt ſaw you, I wiſh this 
Angle-Rod might never go through me. 

Cun. What ill Fate was this? Why, Sir, the Lady 
took it ſo to heart, that out of pure ſpite to her ill For- 
tune, ſhe is really married to another. 

Sim. Why then periſh my Heart, Sir, if I don't pity 
her——Yet if ſhe has undone herlelf, ſhe may thank her 
ſelf for'r I cou'd do no more than I cou'd do 
[ kept my word, if ſhe wou'd not believe it, 'twas her 
own Fault, ſhe might have had Patience to have ſpoke 
with a Man tho”. 

Cun. That was a Fault indeed, Sir. 

Sim. Nay, extreamly faulty —Day and Night ſhe 
might have commanded me, and that ſhe knew well 
enough, I told her ſo between her and I—Madam, ſays 
J when you find your ſelf never ſo little uneaſy at my 
being from you, do but ſend me the leaſt word, I'II 
come and relieve you in an Inſtant; and becauſe a Fel- 
low has play'd the Raſcal with as, for her to go and 
throw her ſelf away upon this, and that, and t'other, 
and I can't tell whatPſhaw ! it was idly done; cou'd. 
-= he have come to me herſelf, and have been ſatis- 
ed 

Cux. That had done it, Sir. 

Lm. To a hair, Sir but when People will follow 
their own Fancies 

Cun. Well! ſure never Couple ſo narrowly miſs'd of. 
one another. 


Lin. And as it was, Sir, you ſaw I was within one 


of her, I was ſure all the while I was between the 


ight and Home Poor Creature ic real! LV 
1 y give > me 
i Concern to ſee her take on ſo. | 
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Can. And yet, I can't but ſay, ir, her undoing iz 
her own doing. 

Sim. But you'll nd, Sir, the thiug will really refle& 
upon me in the end; [| fal her oft as Igo a ong the 
Streets: People won't conſider it wa not my Faul. 
But will cry, there goes the ill- natur'd Gentleman, upon 
whole account the Lady flung herſelf away — 1 hall 
certainly be blam d about this. Fooliſh Woman 
Betide, Sir, I am really under a great Diſappointment 
my felt; for here have | turud my ſelf out of my Place 
upon her account; and now, Sir, inflead of this, and 
that, and Vother, let me periſh, it I know where to ext, 

Mir. Alas, poor Genticman ! Come, Sir, ſhall ! 
ſpeak a good word for you ? 

Sim. Really, Madam, my Temper 8 tuch, I don't 
know how to retuſe a Lady any thing. 

Mir. O, Sir Gregory mult be Friends with you. 
Moog Greg. Well, Sam! what halt thou to ſay now, 

+ | 

Sim. Why, really, Sir, I don't well know ; but, me- 
thinks, here I don't know, things have been very oddly 
contriv'd, Sir: but the ſhort of the matter is really this, 
ſince the Party we lately diſputed of ſeems to be other- 
wile diſpoſed of, that is to ſay, ſince you have miſsd 
the Lady, and I really have not got her, I think it 
wou'd not be improper if we two ſhou'd take one ano- 
ther again. 

Sir Greg. Well, well, Sam, with all my heart; a 
Match, Bov. | 

Sim. Madam, I thank you——And really the thing 
is much ealter than it was, —Pray, Sir, where do you 
dine? 

V. Out. Nay, Sir, take it your own way For my 
part I ſhall but loſe by this Allowauce [ have not 
tought out half my Weapons yet, Sir —heſides, Sir, 
I have a way of fighting inviüble; many a Polt have 
vou had within theſe twelve Hours, Sir, without Know- 
ing who it came from. 

Sir OJ. How ! make that appear, and I'll ſay ſome- 
thing to thee. 


V. Out. Iinprimis, to let you fee how * 


| 


your 
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your Apprehenſiun was aileep, Sir, I fairly ſtruck five 
Pieces out of you for theſe Gentlemen Beggars, of which 
Bounty your humble Servant was the firit publick Ex- 
ample, and private Sharer. You may remember, Sir, 
when you admir'd our ſpeaking Greek and Svriack, we 
were then only ſay ing in vile Cibberiſh, that we wou'd 
not ſtir till we had pick'd your Pocket, 

Sir O/. But was that Wit your own, Sir ? 

V. Out. Pihaw ! a flight Pretace to the Volumes 
that are to fo low. | 

Sir OJ. How ! 

v. Out. What think you of a certain hundred Pieces 
given to redeem your tavourite Nephew, from the 
Hands of a Con!table, for being concern'd in a certain 
Robbery ? which was indeed no Robbery, no Conitable, 
no Thief, nothing real, but 'T'op, Sides, and Bottom, 
a fair Bite all over, Sir. And, laſtly, Sir, this memo- 
rable hundred Pounds worth of Muſick, which to crown 
my Triumph, Sir, are very generouſly return'd to play 
jut one Dance at my Couin Curnircham's Wedding. 

Sir OI. Well, Boy, ünce thou hatt ſatisfied me I 
have no Fool to my Son, I'll now let the World lee, 
thou haſt a wie Man to thy Father————Give me the 
Writing — There's my Hand to it — and now frike 
up Mufick —— 


Wit aud be try'1 before it cloims recard. 


Y. Out. But fairly pred d, lie mine, hou'd find rewars. 


EPILOGUE. 


Pinktihman talking DPulinch by the Sleeve, ſpeaks : 
Pin. Old! Hold! Sir Bullock! I miſt flay, 


dear Rogue, 
Aud tack a Rhime or taus to th Epilogue. 
Bul. Pho! Pox ! not I; brfidr, your Feſis are more in 
Vogue. 
IF T don't think youre beſt alone, then rack me. 
Pin. A, but you know—TPm better—with an Aſs to back 
me. 
Bul. O! Sir, for that, you'll find, indeed, dear Brother, 
That's but one Aſs's bucking of another : 
ov tho" the Feſt is tale, of Aſs beſtridden, 
It may be neau to ſee the Rider ridden. 
[Trips up his Heels, and beſtrides him.] 
Pin. O/heart ! the Dog will murder me 
Bul. 


No, no; 
1m onl; backing of my Friend, or jo: 
New, pray Sirs, tell me, did you ever fee a Face, 
[Shewing it to the Audience.] 
fn every Cretan nr lite un Als ? 
 Ant1 it mt f, that I j{0:"d now Keep doen, 


Tye Als that has 4 often rid the Town? 


But 


| 
| 


But 
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But that thou may'ft here after grow (1 e“ 
Heyday ! What nox? [Pin ftruggling. ] 
» — — I tell you nulen I riſe ? 
[Throws Bal. over his Head, and mounts on him. J 
Bul. Od:-me / the Beaſt has thrown —— — 


Pin. 


Dowun, Nague, amen : 
Thus rightful Monarch: re-alend their Throne. 
So have I ſeen, and with as little Rout, 
Britons a4 french march into Tiruns and out : 
And thus by ſudden Turns of gad and ill Luck, 
Victzrious Pinky ftrides the conguer'd Bullock. 
But now, to let you ſee your Conquerar's Vertue, 
Thy", Slave, I have you dtun— ſcorn to hurt jos. 
Bul. Vall, well, I yield: Yet all this mighty Do, 
But proves, that Tm an Aſs as well as You, 
Pin. Thus the ſale Glory wwe in Viors fee, 
Is firft to make Men Sla des, then jet em Free. 
Get up you Puppy 
Well, now let's agree. Riſes. 
And as you fi propos'd, befriend the Play. 
Pin. That's true Grant, Gallants, but your Smiles to-day, 
Aid your Petitioners ſhall ever pra : 
Bul. That every Lover ta theſe Scenes inclin'd, 
May the ſame Fawour from his Miſtreſs find. 
Pin. May all the married Dames preferve their Spouſes, 
From Drink, late Hours, and ill reputed Houſes. 
Bul. May no ripe Virgin here, pajt Tarenty tarry, 
But the firſt Swain, that woes ber, Love, and Marry. 
Pin. Widows that flameleſs lie, like unſtirr'd Firs, 
Be blown by Younger Brothers to Defire. 
Zul. May you, that keep no Cows, that is, won't marry, 
Sim the faveet Cream-bow!s of your Neighbours Dairy, 
Pin. 


Bal. 
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Pin. 
Bul. 
Pin. 
Bul. 
Pin, 
Bul. 


Pin. 


EPILOGUE. 


May all you, Soldiers, that have lain in Trenches 
Good Winter-Quarters find, and ſoft—ſnund H enchen 
The Beaux ftill make Subſcriptions for the Fair, 
And each Preſented Ticket cure Deſpair. 

Each fair Nymp#Y's Lowe, that's now abroad in Wars, 
Come laden home, with His——and Her Arrear;. 
May all the Gameſters make their Bubbles pay, 
And daily 'noint em for their Itch of Play. 

Each Miſs that pays her cnly Half: Crown duly, 
Be ten-fold re-imburs'd it by a Cully : 

And may thoſe Cullies, whom their Charms h urge m, 
Ne'er find Occaſion after for a Surgeon. 

So may theſe Wiſhes wait on all that ſay, 

I: hearty Claps, they xvi! ſupport the Play, 
Ard cram the Houſe, upon the Author's Day. 
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g HILE the World was under the daily 
Correction and Authority of your Lu- 
cubrations, their Influence on the Pub- 
lick was not more viſible in any one 
Inſtance, than the ſudden Improvement 

(I might fay Reformation) of the Stage, 
tat immediately follow'd them: From whence it 1; 
w# apparent, that many Papers, (lich the Grave 
ud Severe then thought were thrown away upon 
tat dubject) were, in your ſpeaking to the Thar, 
till advancing the fame Work, and inttructing the 
ime World in Miniature; to the end, that when- 
wer you thought fit to be filent, the Stage, as you 
ad amended it, might, by a kind of ſubſtituted 

continue to Poſterity, your peculiar Manner 
K making the Improvement of their Minds their 
blick Diverſion. 

Nothing but a Genius fo univerſally rever'd could, 
a ſuch Candor and Penetration, have pointed out 
&aults and Miſconduct; and fo effectually have re- 
amd it Uſes and Excellence from Prejudice and 
A3 Di- 
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Diſ-favour. How often have we known the mot 
elegant Audiences drawn together at a Day's Warn. 
ing. by the Influence or Warrant ot a ſingle Tatls 
in a Scaſon, when our beſt Endeavcurs without it 
could not defray the Charge ct the Performance! 
This powerful acd innccent Artifice ſoon recover'd uu 
into Faſhion, and ſpirited us up, to think ſuch new 
Favour ofour Auditors worthy of our utmoſt Induſtry, 
and *tis to that Induſtry ſo inſtructed, the Stage now 
owcs its Reputation and Proſperity : And therefore, 
as I have heard you ſay, (which i hope will juſtify 
my repeating it) zz. To talk of ſuppreſſing the 
Stage, becauſe the Licentiouſneſs, Ignorance or Jo- 
verty of its former Profeſlors may have abus d the 
proper Ends of it Inſtitution, were, in Xlorality, ag 
.ablurd a Violence, as it would be in Religion 0 
filence the Pulpit, becauſe Sedition or Treaſon has 
been preach'd there: And thu” for the ſame Rely 
our ancient Legiſlature may have been juſtly provak'd 
to mention ſuch Actors in Terms of Igncminy, yet 
that ought no moreto be a Reproach to his Majeſty; 

reſent Company of Comedians, than it is to the 
Patriots of old Rome, tliat their firſt Founders were 
Robbers and Outlaws. 

After ſuch Beneſits receiv'd, what leſs Return coull 
the Gratitude and Intereſt ot the Actors think di, 
than to intreat you to join in their Petition to the 
Crown, to ſet you at their Head, that you might 
a5 juftly partake of the Profits, as the Praile and e. 
rit of Supporting them ? How much you have done 
for us was viſible to all the World, what Senſe we 
have of it is yet known to few ; I therefore take 
this Occaſion to make our Acknowledgments, f 
poſſible, as publick as our Obligations. 

The Good you have done Mankind gives ev 
ſenſible Heart a double Delight; that of the Be 
t ſolf, and the Pleaſure of thanking you : And * 
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if we conſider the World, as one Perſon, we cannot 
wt ſay it has been ungrateful to you : Hail Publick 
irit been the Meaſure of Public Bounty, it had 
wen no Court-Secret, how you had fo luddenly ran 
no an Aſfluence of Fortune; every Peaſant might 
have accounted for that, tho" the Speculations ot a 
Gentleman may be puzzled at the contrary. But 
when a private Man, in the Service of his Country, 
exerts a Genius and Courage that would better be- 
come his Superiors, we are not to wonder, if (in 
Right of their Precedence) Neglect or Envy ſhould 
mand his Forwardneſs into Manners and Mo- 
&ſty ; he is to be talk'd to in another Style than he 
tinks of, and is to know, the Dignity of Office is 
h Sacred in its Nature, that it is a ſort of Infolence 
for a Man to be wile, before he comes into it; That 
t Actions are not to thruſt themſelves into publick 
[rice without Order or Direction; They ought 
ly, and only to come from the Haid, of High 
Aub Gr Station, and the Honour of our natior.al 
Spirit is not to be ſullied, by owing its greateſt In- 
kances to the ignoble Head or Heart of a Commo- 
ner: Would not one think, Sir, from your Situation 
n the World, all this had been ſaid to you? But 
bit is, whena Man's Services are too eminent for 
lis Station, that Eminenco is generally his Rewar4; 
te then ftands the publick Gaze of Paſſengers, like 
Mountain in a Meadow, deſerted, poor, and thir/%y, 
vhile the Lands below him are water'd into Fatneſs 
md Plenty, Had it been your humble Choice te 
hre lain in the common Level of Merit, your Crop 
tad, of Courſe, been as full as your Neighbours. 
lut if you think the World is to go out of its Road 
far you, you will be told, no Body can help your 
ing in the Wrong; you have had Examples enough 
tefore you, that might have warn'd you into wiſer 
tions, Did not the cclebrated Author of 

A 4 Hudi bu: 
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Hudibras bring the King's Fnemies into a lows 
Contempt with the Sbarppeſs cf his Wit, than all 
the Terrors of his Admiriſtration could reduce them 
to? Was not his Book always in the Pocket of his 
Prince? And what did the mighty Proweſs of this 
Knight-Errant amount to? Why---- he died with 
the higheſt Efteem of the Court ——- in a Garre, 


Night net the Corruption of thoſe Times have farther. 


inform'd you too, that tho' a Man had all the Spirit 
and Canacity of an ancient Raman for the Service 
of his Country; yet it he would not enſlave thoſe 
Talents to the Will and Dominion of ſome 
Leader in the State, it he would not privately liſt 
in bis Troop, and implicitly obey Orders, he was 
treated at beſt as a Mitineer, and came off well, if 
he was only caſhier'd, and made incapable of future 
Preferment. Such, Sir, was then the Language 
and Practice of tlie World; and how much ſcever 
it may be mende now, it gives but a melancholy 
Reflection to know, that while in the late Reign 
you were warmly ſupporting our ſtaggering Hopes 
of the Proteſtant Succeſſion, the Enemies of it, then 
in Power, were ſubtle enough to ofter you a Secu- 
rity of Fortune only to be ent An uncomfortable 
Account-----that even the Forbearance of a J irtit 
Mould be worth more than the Uſe of it. 

But I am not to forget, there has been a Circum- 
flance in your Merit too, that could have happen d 
to no Man but your Self: To ſay you had hazarded 
your Life, or Forts, for the Service of your 
Country, were but to allow you Praiſe in common 
with Thouſands, that have done the ſame: But 
when we conſider how Amiable a Fame you ſacrificd 
to its Intereſts, it would be barbarous not to inquire 


into the Value of it: How long, and happily did 


Old Tjaac triumph in the univerſal Love, 


Favour of his Readers! The Grave, the Cheri 
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the Wiſe, the Witty, Old, Young, Rich and Poor, 
all Sorts, though never fo oppolte in Character, 
whether Beaux or Biſhops, Rakes or Men of Bu- 
ſineſos, Coquets or Stateſmen, Whigs or Torics, 
All were equally his Friends, and thought their "T'ca 
in 2 Morning had not its Taſte without him: Thus, 
while you appear'd the Agrecable Philiſafſes only, 
Mankind by a general Aftent came into vour Ap— 
pauſe, and Service: And yet, how in a M: ment 
was this calm, and unrivall'd Enjoyment blown 
into the Air, when the Apprehen ſion of your Couune 
try's being in a Flame called upon you to re'-n it, 
by employing the ſame Spirit of Conviction, ie 
reſtleſs Office of a Patriot For no ere uid tow 
riſe the Champion of our inſulted Conſiintich, than 
one Half of the Nation (that had „lat bete al. 
low'd you the proper Cenſor of our Nlolal: in wn 
Inſtant deny'd you to have had either Vi, & -/> 
or Genius; the Column they had been two Yours 
pintly raiſing to your Reputation, was then, in 
& few Days, tlirown down by the implacable 
Hands that rais'd it. But when they fond ng 
Attacks of Prejudice could deface the real Beau 
of your Writings, and that they /:7] recover'd from 
the Blow, their Malice then indeed was driven to 
is laſt Hold, of giving the Chief Merit of them to 
another great Author, who they allow'd had never 
o audaciouſly provok'd them: This was indeed 
turning your oven Cannon upon you, and making 
ule of your private Virtue to depreciate your Cha- 
nder ; for had not the diffuſive Benevolence of 
your Heart thought even Fame too great a Good 
to be poſſeſs'd alone, you would never (as you con- 

kd in the Preface to thoſe Works) have take 
our neareſt Friend into a Share of it: A Man of 
Modern Prudence would have conſider'd a Fame fo 
peculiar, as a Mliſtreſs, whom 5s Services only had 
A5 deſerved; 
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deſerved ; and would have maturely deliberated, be. 
tore he trutted her Conſtancy in private, with the 
deareſt Friend upon Earth: Your Enemies there. 
fore thus 14 that your own Conſent had pait- 


ly juſtify'd their Inſinuations, ſaved a great deal of 
their Malice from being ridiculous, and fairly let 
you to apply to ſuch your ſingular Conduct, what 
Mark Antony lays of Octavius in the Play 


Fol that I was! upon my Eagle's Wings 
T bore this Wren, till I was tir'd with Soaring, 
And now, he mounts above me Dryden, 


Nothing is more common among the prudent Men 
of this World, than their Admiration that you will 
not (with all your Talents) be guided to the proper 
Steps. of making your Fortune : as if that were the 
von ultra ot Happineſs : Can they ſuppoſe that Flat- 
tery, Deceit and Treachery, or the perpetual Sur- 
render of our Reaſon, Will, and Freedom to the 
Convenience, and Paſſions of others, with a Train 
of the like abje& Servilities, it your Spirit could 
ſtoop to them, are not as ſoon attain'd to, as their 
contrary Virtues? And that conſequently it is much 
eaſier to make a Fortune, than wo defer ve one ? Such 
Men can never know how much the Conſciou 
Tranſport of having done their Duty, is preferable 


to all the the mean, unwieldy Pomp of _ | 


and unmerited Proſperity----But let them hu 

ſelves, and count their Happineſs by their — 
Gold; yours is to know, the Service you have done 
our Country has contributed to their being ſecure 
in the Poſſeſſion of it, and that ſuch (however un- 
faſhionable) Actions are (like their Gold) intrinſ- 
cally valuable only for their Weight, which cat 
neither riſe or fall from the Stamp of Faveur, df 
Diſcouragement. und that theſe Men may 10 
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, you did not, as well as the Wiſeſt of them, 
freſce this Barren Conſequonce of your Endei1- 
yours, I thall beg Leave to quote a prophetick In- 
tance to the contrary, which you publith'd in No. 
Il. of a Paper, call'd The n the Year 1714. 


There was a certain Husbandman, in a certain 
Kingdom, who hv'd in a certain Place, under a 
certain Hill, near a certain Bridge: This poor 
© Man was a little of a Scholar, and given to Coun- 
© try Learning: ſuch as Aſtrological Predictions of 
© the Weather, and the like. One Night in One 
of his Muſings about the Houſe, he ſaw a _ 
© of Soldiers belonging to a Prince, in Enmity wit 

© his own, coming towards the Bridge: he imme- 
© diately ran, and drew up that Part which is called 
the Draw-Br:dge, and calling all his Family, and 
© oetting his Cattle together, he put his Plough, be- 
© hind that his Stools, and his Chairs behind them, 
© and by this Means ſtopped the March 'till it was 
© Day-light, when all the Neighbouring Lords and 
© Gentlemen ſaw the Enemy as well as he. They 
© crowded on with great Gallantry to oppoſe tha 
© Foe, and in their Zeal and Hurry, throwiag our 
© Huzbandman Over-bridge, and his Goods after 
him, effectually kept out the Invaders. This 
Accident, ſays my Author, was the Safety of that 
Kingdom; yet no one ought to be diſcomfited 
© from the ublick Service, for what happen'd to this 
© Ruſtick ; for tho? he was neglected at the preſent, 
„and every Man faid he was an honeſt Fellow, 
* that he was no one's Enemy but his ron, and 
that no Body faid he was every one's Friend but 
* his own, the Man had ever after the Liberty, that 
* be, and no other but he, and his Family, fed 
I on that Bridge iu all Times following. 


Had 


—— 
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Had you not publiſhed this Prediction ſo many 
Years ago, the Art, or Malice of Men might have 
inſmuated, that the Hope of ſome farther Re 
than that of the Action it ſelf, had been the Motive 
to your Zeal, for the then endanger'd Proteſtant 
Succeſſion, 

But alas ! I fear I am running into the ſame 
lick-ſpirited Raſhneſs, it being impoſſible to ſpeak 
Truth of you, without giving Shame to others, 
who may not perhaps have your Talent of eafily. 
forgiving, whaterer is Honeſt in its Intention; [ 


hall therefore beg Leave to ſubſcribe my ſelf, 


SIR, 


Your moft devites 


Cet. the 29. 
17199 


une Servant, 


CorlLEY CISB BIX. 


HE Cid of Monſieur Corneille (from whence the 

following Scenes are drawn) has made ſuch an 

Eclat on all the Theatres of Earote, that were 
| to be wholly filent on the Side of the Heroick 
Daughter, the great Liberties I have taken in altering 
the Conduct of his Fable, might be more imputed to 
a vain Opinion of my own Judgment, than any 
Foundations in Reaſon, or Nature: But | hope [ 
ſhall ſtand upon better Terms with the Impartial, 
and the Curious. I am not inſenſible what vaſt Odds 
vill de offer d againſt me, while 1 am entering the 
Lits with ſo Fam'd an Author, as Corneille : But that 
ſtall not diſcourage me: For 1 look upon Truth in 
an Argument, to be like Courage in a Combat, the 
belt Advantage a Man can have over his Antagonilt; 
"is not his Fame ought to fright me; for let mine 
de never ſo obſcure, if I am in the Right, his being 
in the Wrong will be no more a Wonder, than hat 
a Watchman's plain Staff ſhould foil the Sword of a 


| Feld: Officer. 


But T have a farther View, That while I am com- 
paring the Two Plays, I may give the Lovers of the 
Theatre ſome Inſight into the Merit, and Difficulty 
dl forming a good Fable; and that even our common 


Spectators, 
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Spectators, who find themſelves una ccounta b! y pleas' 
with a pathetick Scene, may be more pleas d by 
knowing they have Reaſon to be ſo, 
It may perhaps be expected, I ſhould offer ſome 
Excuſe for not publiſhing this Piece till Seven Years 
after its firſt Appearance on the Stage; and you vil 
probably anſwer, I had as good have ſaid nothing 
about it, as to tell you it has been little better than 
 Idleneſs, or Indifference: For it having done 
Buſineſs, when acted, I <onteſs I wanted the ve 
dern Appetite for Fame, that Authors uſually think 
follows them into the Country, after Publication, 
But if I had any real Cauſe to defer it, it was from 
an Obſeryation I had made, that moſt of my Plays 
(except the Firſt, the Fool in Faſhi»n) had a better Re. 
ception fr. m the Publick, when my Intereſt was ng 
longer concern'd in them: I therefore ſuppos'd thi 
might have a fairer Chance for Favour, when the 
Author had no farther Stake upon it: And [ hope 
may be allow d the Honeſt Vanity of this Complaint, 
while I have (to my Coft) ſo many Facts to (up- 
port it---- Every Auditor, whole Memory will give 
him Leave, cannot but know, that Richard the Third, 
which I alter'd from Shakeſpear, did not raiſe me Five 
Pounds on the Third Day, though for ſeveral Yer 
ſince, it has ſeldom, or never f:il'd of a crowded 
Audience. The Fop's Fortune lagg'd on the Foum 
Day, and only held up its Head by the Heels of tle 
French Tumblers, who it ſeems had ſo much Wit in 
their Limbs, that they forc'd the Town to ſee it, til 
it laugl'd it ſelf into their good Graces.---The Kind 


Impoſtor did not pay tle Charges on the Sixth Day, | 


ght me, as a Sharer, more than 
I was then diſappointed of as Author---'Twas at fir 
a moot Point whether the Care/s/s Husband ſhould 
live or dle; but the Houſes it has Unce fill'd have 
reproach'd the former Coldnefs of its Auditors----Tit 
IVife's keſeniment is another, tho" not au equal, la- 
Range of the ſame Nature, But 


tho! it has ſince broug 
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Yue not to take the Particularity of this Treatment 
wholly to my lelf, I confeſs it nas ſometimes been 
the Fate of the better Authors: Nor ought we fo 
much to Wonder At it, it we conſider, that there is 
u Human Nature a certain low latent Malice to all 
Ludable Undertakings, which never dares break out 
ion any Thing, with ſo much Licence, as on the 
tame of a Dramatick Writer : For even the laviſh 
lyplauſe, that is uſual ly heaped upon his firſt La- 
hours, is not perhaps ſo entirely owing to their real 
admiration ot the Work itſelf, as the mean Pleaſure 
ey take in ſwelling him up to Riyal the Reputation 
« others, that have writ well before him: If he 
fucceeds in a firſt Play, let him look well to the next, 
for then he is enter'd the Herd, as a Common Ene- 
py, and is to know that they, who gave him Fame, 


| an take it away; he is then to be allow'd no more 


Herit or Mercy, than the reſt of his Brethren: Of 
which nothing can be a ſtronger Inſtance, than the 
Torrent of Applauſe, that was deſervedly thrown iu 
won the CI hach. lor, and the boiſterous Cavils that 
the next Year unreaſonably over-run the ſame Au- 
thor's Play of the Dowble-Dealer: And I am apt to 
believe, that after the Succeſs of the Funeral, it was 
the ſame Caprice that deſerted the Tender Iiusband: 
lad that ail this is not mere Conjecture only, [ beg 
Leave to relate a Matter of Fact, that perhaps will 
dener incline you to my Opinion, 

When the Hercick Daughter was firſt Acted, I had 
the Curioſity (not having then any Part in it) ſome- 
mes to 111, unſeen into the Side-Boxes, where I met 
with the higheſt Mixture of Pleaſure, and Mortifica- 
ton; The Pleaſure was in obſerving the Generality 
of the Audience, in a ſilent, fix'd Attention, never 
ailing by their Looks or Geſtures, to diſcover thoſe 
plealing Emotions of the Mind, which I way always 
onhdent would ariſe from ſo elevated a Subject: 
The Mortifacation was from a Set of well dreſs'd 

merry · 
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merry-making Criticks, that call themſelves the Tory, 
whote private Wit was continually inſulting the pub. 
lick Diverſton, by their waggiſh Endeayours to Bur. 
leſque every Thing, that ſeem'd to have a ſeriou 
Effect on their Neighbours; and treating the pour 
Rogue the Author (who ſtood with his Hat over his 
Eyes at their Elbow) with the utmoſt Inſults, Scan- 
dal, and Malevolence: And when the Play was oye, 
ſome of the ſame Perſons, (which had like to hays 
made me laugh) came, and wiſh'd me Joy of its 
Succeſs: But 1 have ſince ſeen frequent Inſtances, 
that the ſame Sort of Auditors, with a little Ma 

ment, have been made as emterprizing Friends to 
other Authors, as they were then Enemies to me; 
For with ſome leading Man of the Town, or cele. 
brated Wit at the Head of them, they have been 
often known, by their over-bearing Manner of 

plauſe, to make a wretched ſickly lay ſtand Routly 
upon its Legs for Six Days together: But (as in mine; 
and moſt Caſes) when they are not ſo engaged and 
marſhall'd, they naturally run Riot into Miſchief and 
Crueity. Upon the Whole, till this Accident con- 
vinc'd me, I never could believe, that to bring a 
Play upon the Stage, was ſo invidious a Task; and 
as it was with great Neluctance, that I from hence 
reſoly'd never to trouble the Town with another, 
ſo I found it neceſſary, (while I was a Player z 
leaſt) not to put People of meer Pleaſure and For 
tune in Mind, that 1 durſt pretend to any Talent that 
their Footmen might not be equally Maſters of: 
And if in Breach of this Reſolution, I have ſince 
attempted in the Non juror to expoſe the Enemies of 
our Conſtitution, and Liberties, it was becauſe | 
knew the Friends of the Government would ſecure 
me a fair Hearing, and from all ſuch Apprehenſions 
of being diſturbed, by the wanton Malice of a fev 
Petits Maitres; not but I flatter my ſelf, that eve! 


its Enemies will allow, I gave their Prin " * 
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play in the Characters of Sir John Moodville, and 
Charles, who were no where ſhew in a contempti— 
ble Light; and I hope it was no great Malice to make 
dem amiab!« in their Converfion----!f therefore I 
have not juitly accounted fur the Negle&, or Diſ— 
couragement, which moſt of my other Plays met 
wich at firſts 1 ſnall however beg Leave of the 
World to comfort my ſelf with ſuppoſing, that their 

ſent Succels is now, one Way or other, owing 
o their Merit. Lat I have rambled too far from my 
firſt Deſign, which was to give you 


An Examen of the Cid, and the 
HFleroict Daughter, 


HE great Beauties of the French Play. are in 

the tender Compaſſion that riſes from the Mis— 

fortunes of the Two Lovers Rod igue, and Chi- 
mne; bur ſhould we not be much more ſenſible of 
their Diſtreſs, if before we ſaw them unfortunate, 
we were firſt rais'd to a proper Admiration of their 
lerſons, and Virtues? They may indeed, as in the 
Cid, move us ſimply, as Lovers; but as ſuch Lo- 
rers, their Sorrows would certainly ſtrike deeper in- 
o the Hearts of an Audience, In this Point Corne— 
ik ſeems defective; for he opens his Play with a 
old Converſation between Chimene, and her Suizan— 
u, whom Zhimene deſires to repeat, What Reaſon ſhe 
ad to ſuppoſe, the Count her Father was inclin'd to 
prefer her favoured Lover Rodrigne, to his Rival Don 
daxchez, > By the Way ſhe owns in the ſame Scene, 
he has heard all this before; but when an Author 
vants to acquaint his Audience with a necefiary Fact, 
nothing is ſo common, as to make ſome Perfon in 
de Play improbably deſirous to hear it over again. 
poor Shift! we ſee thro? it, tis lazy----He could 
wt but know, that Artis aſt celare Artem. After 
| | Cbimene 
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Cymene is inform'd, that her Father has allow'd Ro. 
Argue the Perſon moſt worthy of her, ſhe thinks the 
News too good to be true, and is ſtill, (tho' ſhe 
can't very well tell Why) afraid it will come to no. 
thing, and fo quaintly walks off, to as liule Purpoſe 
as ſne came on. 

In all this Scene, Chimene utters no one Sentiment 
that can poſſibly draw to her the leaſt Eſteem from 
the Audience; we only as yet ſee her a marriageable 
young Woman, that is willing to have a Husband... 
A poor Setting out fir the Heroine of a Tragedy; 
the Hero indeed is leſs faultily manag'd, for he ne 
ver appears till he enters at once into his Diſtreſs of 
being oblig'd to revenge the Blow, his Father had 
jut receiv d, upon the Father of his Miſtreſs, who 
gave it. This Incident is doubtleſs of uncommon 
Beauty ; But bad we been better acquaint d with the 
Merit, and Dignity of his Paſlion for the Daughter 
of his Enemy, before his critical Entrance on that 
Occaſion, our Imagination would have had a much 
higher Alarm, at the firſt Sight of them; and this 
was palpably evident from the different Surprize his 
ſudden Appearance gave in the Heroick Daug ter 1 
London, to what I obſerv'd it had in the ſame Scene 
of the Cid, when Acted at Paris. 

In the Engiſh tlay more Care is taken to make 
the Audience ſure, the Son brings wich him the high 
eſt Sentiments of *:ourage, Love and Honour, that mult 
make a ſenſible Hearttremble at the immediate Diſtreſs, 
in which his firſt Appearance ſhews him involv'd. 

The ſecond Scene in the Cid breaks into the Apart 
ment of the Infanta, who is ſecretly in Love with 
Rodrigue, but her Honour combating with the Ineque 
lity of his Birth, ſhe reſolves to ſacrifice her Paſſion 
to her Glory, and in order to ir, uſes her utmoſt 
Endeavours to advance his Marriage with her Rival 
Chimene : There is ſomething ſo romantick, fo cold, 


amd inactive in this E piſude, aud lo very little . 
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@ the main Delign, that I have left ic quite out of the 
pack Daughter, and ſupply'd the Vacancy with the 
Charater of lar, to whom I have given a more 
vaural Intereſt to advance the Marriage of Ximena, 
which is to make Don Sacher (whom Felzara is con- 
mated io) deſpair of her. Cornell ſeems even in this 
zune too, to have loſt a fair Occaſion of heightening 
the Character of Rodrigue, and preparing the Audience 
in his Favour ; but the Intanta, in no Part of it, men- 
dans the leaſt Motive to her Paſlion tor him, unless 
that he is a Jaung Cavalier, | 

The next Scene introduces the Quarre', and the lou 
given to the Father of Redrigue, by the Father of 1.18 
F iſtreſs, and this is the firſt scene of the Cid, that is 
made ue of in the Heroick Daug/ ur: This Quarre! ſceins 
wo luddain, and unprepared, and wants the Terror 
that would naturally ariſe from it, if, as 1 obſer v', the 
lulience were prepoſicſs'd witn a proper Admiration 
o the Lovers, whoſe approaching Ruin they would 
then be more nearly concern'd for; and this Concera 
Have attempted to give iy the Preparation of a Whole 
fiſt Act in the Heroic Daughter, which is intirely unbor- 
rowed, and previous to the firſt Opening Beauties uf 
the Cid; The Heroick Obligations, that have paſled 
between the two Lovers, (whom I call Carlos and 
Tameza,) before they ſecretly entertain or publickly 
wow their Paſſion; the gentle manner of Xime-a's fi. N 
ſoktning the Prejudi.e of Awarez ; the ſolemn Interpo- 
ſuion of the King to heal the Hereditary Feud of ther 
Families, and his crowning their Reconcilement with 
the immediate II nion of the Lovers, were all intended 
to give a Dignity to their Paſſion, and conſequentiy 
to move the Audience with a quicker Senſe of their en- 
king Calamities, than if (as they are in the Cid) they 
had been only ſhewn iu their mere lawtul Deſire of 
being virtuous Bedfellows. 

Though Terror ſcems the favourite Paſſion of Cor- 
wlle, and M nat he uſually paints in much ore lively 

Colours 
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Colours than his Objects of Pitv ; vet the fatal Rupture 
that ruins the Ha ppineſs of theſe Lovers, loſes half ir 
Force and Beauty for want of Art or Pains in prepa. 
ring it. For Terror muit certainly riſe in Proportion 
to the Object it menaces; and we cannot be as much 
concern'd for the Mistortunes of Verit unknown, as 
ſor whet is evident and conſpicuous; and till that 
Kupture happens, we are (in the Cid) utter Stran- 
ders to the Merit of Rehigte and Chimene 

But beſides all this, the Quarrel it ſelf ſeems an 
Fccilent meerlv ariſing from the brutal Temper of 
the Count, and the Spectator might as well expect, 
from tlie Eeginning of the Scene, that it vas to end in 
a friendly Concluftcn of their Childrens Marriage, as 
their ſo unſoreteen and violent Enmity: And tho' Sur- 
prize is a neceſſary art of Tragedy, yer that Surprize 
15 never to be abrupt : for When it is fo, it is more 
apt to ſhock, than delig';t us; we do not love to be 
ſtartled into a Pleaſure: As an Audicnce ought never 
to be wholly let into the fecret Deſign of a Play, fo 
they ought not to be intirely kept out of it, you may 
ſafely leave room for the Imagination to guets at the 
Nature of the Thing yeu intend, and are only to ſur- 
prize them with your Manner of bringing it about: 
As in the ſecond Act of Dryden's il for Love; where 
A*arc Anteny ſcems confirm'd in his Reſolution to part 
with Cleopatra; yet when he once conſents to expottu- 
late with her in Perſon, tho' you eaſily foreſee the 
Conteſt is to End to her Advantage, yet you are far 
from loſing the Pleaſure of your Surprize, while it 15 
ſo artfully executed; noy, you have a farther Delight, 
from the private Applauſe you give to your own Judg- 
ment, in ſo riglitly forefeeing the Concluſion; and to 
this Reaſon may be attributed the Succeſs of moſt Al- 
le gorical Writings ----- But here (in this Scene of the 
Quarr-l in the Cid) is an important Action brought 
about, and you know not what it means, till it is over. 


Thea indeed you fog - A hat? why, that the * 
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of the young Couple's Wedding are all blown up; like 
enough, but the Audience have as yet no great Reaſon 
o be concern'd at it, they know very little of them. 
Felide, the Scene is half over before you know who 
the old Men are, or what their Quarrelling can fig- 
nity; ſo that your Admiration cannot go along with 
the Performance, and your Attention is either loſt, or 
in pain, till the Author explains himſelf ; which is 
aherwards too late, your Imagination is not at leiſure 
to look ſo far back for the Propriety of what's paſt ; 
you are then to be intent upon what 1s to come, cr 
elle what you #ave ſeen, is but an Interruption to 
what you are to ſee; the Cale of many a modern Play: 
This Lazineſs, or want cf Skill in an Author, does 
not give an Auditor fair play for his Money, it will 
not let hm ſee all the Play; nor is it enough to fav, 
the Scene is notwithſtanding Natural ----- If you cannot 
fay it has Art, as well as Nature, youu praile it but by 

halves. 
cannot omit another Ob jection to the Character of 
the Count, who js fo inſolent, fierce, and turbulently 
yain of his Merit, that he is bele'y the Dignity of the 
dubje ct: Nor will his being a Spaniard cxculc it, they 
are all Spamards1n the tay; and tho a ridicu'ous Pride 
i natural to the Nation, we are net by that Rule to 
hew a Frenchman dancing, or a Dutc/ man drunk in 
a Tragedy. In ſhort, he is a mere Mies Glorioſess, and 
makes fo diſagreeable a Figure,” that we have much 
adoto think him an Object worthy of that filial Regard 
and Duty which Chimene pays to his Memory. I there- 
fore thought it neceſſary, in higher Juſtitication of her 
Sorrows, and Virtue, to mu ke him more Civiliz'd and 
Rational in the Heroic! Largkier ; hi; honourable and 
open Reconcilement to 4:.arez ; tis generous Com- 
paſſion for the Diitreſs of Carlos, whom he had reduc'd 
to the Neceſſity of fighting him: his Humanity and 
Honour (in caſe he fell by his Sword) in bequzathing 
bim his Laug hier, were all attempied to give the Au 
dicuce. 
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dience, as well as Ximmna, a more juſtifiable Rey 
for the Loſs of him---The only Reaſon Corneille ſeem 
w have for making him ſo brutal, is to introduce an us. 
reaſonable Quarrel, from whence all the Diſtreſs ofthe 
Play was to riſe: I have likewiſe attempted to remove 
that ObjeRion, by grounding the Jealouſy and Reſon. 
ment of the Count upon the ſubtie Infſinuations of 
Sanchez, it being the immediate (tho' diſhonourable) 
Intereſt of his Love to m- na, by any Artifice to ob. 
ſtruct her Marriage with Carlos: This Expedient I thought 
would make the Count more excufable in his violent 
Meaſures, and might remove the Odium that lay hard 
upon him in the Cid, by throwing it upon Saver, 
whoſe Character here may better endure ir. 

The next Scene of Moment that follows the Quar- 
rel, is the Challenge, which is delivered with fo vaun 
ing a Boaſt by Rogdrirwe, that one would imagine he 
thought it firſt prudent to frighten his Enemy, before 
he fought him; and truly, by the Behaviour of the 
Count, he ſcems to have carried his Point; for after 
the Challenge is made, the Count as pleafantly evade 
it, by pretending to be oftended with Rodriiue's Pre- 
ſurmption, in calling him to an Account. In ſhort, 
mey debate ſo heartily, that you begin to loſe your 
Apprehenſion of its coming to Miſchief; for even afer 
they ſeem both determin'd, and going out, the Count 
is reſolv'd to have Yother Chance for reſuming the 
Debate, an] ſiys briskly to Rodrigue -- Art thou [0 
weary of thy Life? But I think nothing can better ex. 
poſe the Abſurdity of the Queſtion, than the ſhrewd 
Anſwer that is made to it, viz. bat are you afrai 
10 die? There is Reaſon in the Anſwer, but (between 
two Men of Honour) there could be none for the 
Queftion. 

This fort of Behaviour I could not be reconcil'd to, 
and have taken the liberty, in the firſt ſix Lines of 


the Scene, to get the Challenge accepted with the 


plain Language ef a Man determined: And tho $ ould 
Bo 


To the READER. xxffl 


at allow them to expoſtulate, while their Courage 

ws only in queſtion, yet I could not help thinking 

the Lover in ſome part of the Scene, owed a Sigh or 
to the Terrors of his Miſtreſs, and the certain 

yiſery his Honour was then going to reduce her to, 

which would have been till unqueſtionable, tho' his 

Regard to her had here ſhewn its laſt Effort to right 

his Injuries with 2 bloodleſs Reparation: For tho he 

had before debated himſelf into a Reſolution of reveng- 

ing them, yet nothing is more natural, than to ſee 

love turn back, and back again, for another lat 

Adieu. I ſhall here beg leave to quote a few Lines 

tom the Scene it ſelf, as the ſhorteſt Way of explain- 

ng how I have conducted it ---—-- When the Place of 

Veeting is juſt going to be appointed, Carlos ſtops ſhort 

—and ſays to the Count, 

one Moment's reſpite for Ximena's ſale, 

ihe has not wrong'd we, and my Heart WowlJ ſpars ber. 

Weboth,, without a Stain to either Honour, 

yay pity her Diſtreſs, and paiiſe to ſave her. 

Nor need I bluſh, that I ſuſpend my Cauſe, 

luce with its Vengeance her ſure IFoes are blendad; 

0! lay nt on her Innocence, the Grief 

Of « mourn'd Father, or 4 Lover's Blood / 

0! ſpare her Sighs, prevent her ſtreaming Tears, 

lod this Effuſion ef my bleedvig Honour, 

and heal, if poſſible, its Bounds with Peace. 

x. | To all which, when the Count is immoveable, and 

ud us at laſt impatient ef his Reproaches ; then Caries 

„ | xcvers to his Honour, and breaks out as follow 

een | 0! give me back that vile ſubmiſſive Shame,. 

the I That 1 may meet thee with retorted Seorn, 

A right my Honour with untainted Vengeance; 

to, | I n6-—withhold it ! take it to acquit my Love, 

; of | That Sacrifice was to Ximena due: 

the J fer he'pleſs Sufferings claim'd that Pang ; and ſinee 

l capnot bring Diſhoncur to he Arms, 

not | This 
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Thus my rack'd Heart pours forth its laſt Adieu, 
And makes Libation f its bleeding Peace: 
Farewel dear inſur i Softneſs - Follow me. 


After the Place of Meeting is appointed, Cyl, 
troubles you with no more of his Love, than by wt, 
ing with a Sigh, as he goes out, 

Poor Ximena. 


v hich had ſo compaſſionate an Effect upon our Po 
Hearers, that if his Love was then a Weakneſ, B 
was at leaſt ſuch a one, as they heartily forgave him, 

The next Scene of the '1.fazta, (who is always droy. 
ping in, like cold Water, upon the Heat of the main 
Action) is for that Reaſon again left out; our Diffe- 
rence otherwiſe is not material, till the King receive 
Notice of the Count's being Kil'd by Rodrigue; which 
is fo flightly related, or, to ule Cornealle's own Words, 
Yarns auue Narration toucha te, and rec.iv'd witch ſo 
little Surprize, or Curioſity to know any Circumſtances 
of the Action, that upon my firſt reading the Fm 
Play, I fcirce knew whether I was to believe him 
dead, or no. I have therefore endeavour'd, in the 
Hercick Daun' ity, to awaken the Audience, by making 
that Relation more folemn and particular, and to pre- 
pete the Vrobability of the Cataſiropte, which I ſhall 
better account for in its "lace : But in the laſt Scene of 
this ſecond Act it mutt be allow'd, the Cid begins to 
ſeize upon the Heart of the Spectator, and this is one 
of choſe great Beauties that have fo juſtly given Riſe 
to its fame: The fluctuating Pity, that is fo finely 
perpl xd between the Tears of a pious Daughter, and 
the venerable Sorrows of a Father: The happy Skill 
of throwing them beth, in the ſame inſtant, at ths 
King's Feet ter Juſtice and Mercy; and with Preten- 
fions ſo equally laudable, is an Incident which few 
Tragedies, either Ancient or Modern, can boaſt ci, 
Ihe only Liberty I have taken with this Scene, is in 
making the { ather plead with more Reiigaation, — 

1 85 Val 
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uther to truſt his Cauſe to its ſimple Merits, than 
hoſe of his own paſt Services. 

The next Act opens with Rodrigue's appearing in 
the Apartment of his Mittreſs, where he Io. kis 
In character, by juſtifying his Honour to ber Servant: 
Xt | after Chimene too is left alone with the fame eren 
lire, ſhe throws away a great many fine Sentry: n 
apon that prating Creature, who has no Sen 


it | hem, but endeavours to comfort her by vulear de- 
"ir | vice, which makes (h ne inexculable to hens 
m | fide the main Action cools in the Converta ien: 
op- This is avoided in the Heroch Daughter, by in kin 
an | Bdzara the third Perſon in theſe two Scenes, who 
fe. | has an Intereſt in ſerving Carlos, yet never is mean 
res | or diſhonourable in her attempting it. but the nes: 
ich | Scene makes us ample amends for all we may have 
ds, | jſtly found fault with. | 

6 | The Meeting of Rodrigue and Chimenc, tles us 
ces | into a Tenderneſs that is irreſiſtible: This [ncilent 
mh ves the Cid as fair an Aſſurance of bin Immortal, 
im | any modern Poetry can hope for. There is ſme. 


the | thing ſo amiable in the eſpair of Haine, in 


5 


ing natural Diſregard of his Safety, for the rofiſtlets 
re- | Pleaſure of ſeeing his Miſtreſs : and were 1pr 1H be 


* a * 1 5 = : * 
o ſeiz d with the inſtant Idea of ber tender pahan 


eof | breaking through her filia! Obligati ns to pure him 
% | thatat the firſt ſight of them it is impoſli-!>, for 42 
one | Menfive Auditor, not to feel tte moſt »greeable 
life | Tranſport and Aſtoniſhment: And lince the Inci— 
gy | nt is Cer geiles, and not mine, it may be no Va- 
and | aty to fav, this ER-& was evident from the Hurry 
ill and buſy Murmur that ran threu h the Audience at 
the its firſt Preſentation ih e And it would indeed 
en- | tea Reflection on our Frrnliit Taſte, to luppoſe we 
few could be lefs ſenſible than our Neighbours, of ſo 
of, | Plpable an Excellence: For Corncille ſpeakins of the | 

s in leception of this Scene ia Paris, lays, 4 4 


I 


ther B 


s 
_ 
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Qu alors que ce malheurenx amant ſe preſentoit deu 
elle, il $'clevoit un certain Fremiſſemens dans i Aſſembly, 
qui marquoit une Curioſite mer veilleuſe, & un redouth, 
ment d' attention pour ce qu ils avoient a ſe dire dan wi 


eſtat ſi puoyab.e. 


But allowing it all this Admiration, I have fone 
Reaſons to ofter (to better Judgment) why the Con. 
duct of this Scene in the Heroic Daughter, is not im- 
plicitly form'd up. n the Model of that in the Ciq: [ 
cannot but think, that Rodrigues entring with an An. 
ſwer to the laſt Words of Chimen?, muſt be unnaw. 
ral, if you don't ſuppoſe him to have liſten'd at the 
Door to her private Diſcourſe; and tho? tis poſlible 
moſt of our modiſh Criticks may own they would 
have liſten'd in his Condition, yet that is no Predf, 
that liſt' ning, eſpecially in another Perſon's Houſe, 
is not always the Effect of Meanneſs, III Mannen, 
or Trcachery ; I therefore thought it more reaſonable 
to let him approach her in a mute ſubmiſſive Addreſs, 
and o give him Time for it, have thrown Am! 
into a reptoachſul Aſtoniſnment the Moment ſhe (es 
him: Corneille atter ſome fine Touches of their Di 
ſtrels, ſuffers him to proceed in Excuſe of his Of- 
fence, in which he ſeems too fond of ſhewing the 


Man of Honour, and the harſn Terms he uſes in hi 
Juſtification, are too Choquant for the Ear of an in · Þ 


jur'd Miſtreſs, Theſe are his Words, 


« Car enfin wattens pas de mon Affection, 
« Unl.c:e repentir dune Lonne Action. 
And a little farther : 


« Te |» ſerci encore, ſi \avors a le faire. 


This lat Line is omitted in the Heroick Dauglin, 


and the tult are ſoften'd by ouly ſaying, 


« Hu ſhal 1 retent me of a Crime, 
&« Which nncommitted had deſerd d thy <corn? 
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| have endeayour'd in the ſame Speech to make 
is Ctime more pitiful, by his pleading the Regard 
e had to her Peace, in firſt endeavouring to reduce 
ter Father into a Temper, that might have cena. | 
deir Difference with a leſs fatal Reparation; and it 
bems to heighten the Diſtreſs of ena, when you 
ne be her Heart is full, and conſci us of the Obligation, 
in. | After Chimene has aniwer'd his lea, in the moſt 
m+ |fblime Sentiments of her 6tal Duty to purſue him 
vr her Father's Death, Hodrigue inis, het her oven 
hund alone ought to ſatisfy her Vene no | have 
ee made bold to ſhorten their Argument uren 


= 


[ 
Au. 
_tu- 
the bent, which ſeem a litt! coo near the R rantich,, 
ible 
uld 


S . 


al have ſubſtituted one, that I thought more ae. 


* 


ble to Nature, where a»{o; favs, 


= Lit not the Wretch once nous 4 with thy Love, 
ue, | Thy Carlos, once th ught witch, © thy Arms, 

be I dragg d a problick Stecfac'e t Fujtice, 

5 To draw the ir me Fity of a Crowd, 

Who may, with vn gar Reaſon, cu thee cruel; 

fe My Death from th e will clev te thy Venta co, 
. and ſhew, like mi e, thy Duty ſcorn'd A ſſiſt ance. 


; Of. | Bit the greateſt Omiſſion in this Scene, is, that 
the Pſamere ſo far forgets her ſilial Duty, as to uke vo 


zamion, not ſo much as his Word of Honour, 
* Redrigne ſhall appear to anſwer his Crime to the 
aw; the is indeed concern'4 for her Reputation, 
ad on that Account only defires him to leave bes; 
7 laſt Concern, when they part at the End of tie 
ene, is, 


10 


—Et ſur tout Carde lien, qu'on Te vcye. 


"= This makes their Meeting look too like a mod 
g, 


fer Reaſon for releaſing him; when he reproaches 
With want of Love, in refuſing his Deliic to talk 


ber Hand, ſhe replies --- 
| B 2 C 


mg, I have therefore endeavour'd to give her à 
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Can Hate have Part in Interviews like thi, 2 
Art thou not 10w within my Power t ſeize? 
Yet '. l releaſe thee, Carlos, on thy rd, 
Give me thy I/ord, that on the Moerraw's Noon 
Before the Kino, ia Perſ-n thu wilt a» (wer, 
Ad take the Shclter of the Night to leave me. 
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I do not fee how the Scene could poſſibly be (ai 
to have a juſt Concluſion, but by this mutual Dif. 
charge uf their uty for the preſent: And when Ce. 
los had given his Honour to appear, then indee{ 
there is a more pardonable and natural Excuſe for 
the Tenderneſs they fail into; which tho' the 
muſt be charm'd with in the Original, I have yer. 
tur'd to alter, to make them more agreeable to tle 
Ofc Cato. 

The next Scene breaks into the S reet, where the 
Father of Kedr:2:0 is wandring up and down alone, 
in Search of his Son; a very flender Mark of hi 
Wiſdom, and puts one in Mind of a Vulgar Saying 
Io (ook for a Netilic, &c.----Navy, he does all this 
tho' he has Five Hundred Friends in his Houſe (whom 
ze had drawn together to vindicate the Cauſe of his 
Honour) Waiting for him; and there is no Excuſe 
appears for his leaving thein alone, or why ſome do 
not attend him Abroad: here he entertains tit 
Audience with a long Account (Which he gives 9 
himſelf) of his Condition, in pointed Conceits, 2% 
quaint Antitheſes, tha: would be much prettier in 21 
Epiyzram ---At laſt he meets with his on, with wen 
he lall into a tedious Argument; and to comfort bi 
Sorrow for the Loſs of his Miſtreſs, tells him tber 
are wore Women than Ximeza, and would have hin 
ſhew the Greatneſs of his Heart, in ſh king off it 
Weakneſs for her: This ſeems unpardonable, a0 
ſtains the Character of the Father; for to ſuppoe 
him capable of changing bis Miſtreſs, takes aw 


= . : , , , 
Half the Merit of the Son's having reveng d * 
n 
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our, Which, had he nat invick ol loved her, had 
ly ſhewn his Courage in common with other Nlen. 
The Anſiver the Son m1::kes hun, indeed is truly (rent, 
abich it might en ſily be, * hen ne had fo dithongur— 
va Thought to oppoſe; io that the one Speech ef; 
my Ane from the other's b - improper, I miglit 
4 unnatural ; bis Scent four... extremely cold, after 
te Spirit and worm Pn in the prececing One: 
(ue ſhould be ale. in ſuch Cafes not to 
Aer the Attention to Janguitn, but (as Hor ce ([:s 
Lemer al eteneum feſiue:) hen the Subject will 
mt ſafler us to exceed what is gene before, we {avid 
x lealt keep our Hearers awake, by being buſy about 
den Matter and Action, plainly necetlary to carry on 
ve Story of the Pl. y. All that ſceins uſetul in this 
dene, is the laſt Speech of it, which is tae only 
One, that is taken into the Heroic“ D.:u% ;er ; There 
fharez appears at the tend of his Friends in his oven 
Foule, where his Son may be ſuppos d with more 
Frobability to c me to him. But Corio lle honeſtly 
tells us in his Ixamen of the (id, that the Reaſon, 
why he did not bring on fron Ligne with his Friends 
tout him, was bechuſe thoſe Perſonogus ate gene- 
ally ſupply'd by auks. ard Fellows, and - ConJle- 
quffers- A miſerable ii oft the Lownets of the 
nch Theatre, when fo great an Aumacry is ſorc'd 
v reſtrain his Fancy, ov. ro commit on bfurditv, 
0 make his Ply fi: for the Stage - hut this not being 
aur Caſe kere, I had the Liberty of Writing as 
rell as 1 could. After Corzeille has done his Scene, 
| have given the Son a oliloquy, that I chourhr 
would be a new Motive to the Compatlion of the 
ludience; if your Curiofity is as warm as my Va- 
nity could wiſh it, you will now turn to it at the 
End of the Fourth ct. | 

The Two laſt Acts of the Cid, tho', in Nature, 
tiey may be finely written, loſe Halt their Force fer 
Want of Art: All thoſe great Sentiments which i- 


B 3 mene 


To the READER. 


* 8 2110 
TY 5 L IKE © 


xxx To the READER. 


mene utters to the Infanta in the Beginning of the 
Fourth Act, are improper in that Place; for ſhe i 
not only arguing her Caſe with one, that has nothi 
to do with ir, but ſhe is merely ralks.g while ſhe 
ihould be doing; we are impatient for the Iſſue d 
her Appeal to the King, and it is no Excuſe to the 
Hearer, that the King's Daughter ſtops her by the 
Way, when it was in the Poet's Choice to have ſent 
the King's Daughter to Prayers, or any other Em. 
ployment in the mean Time----'n ſhort, the Author 
teems to want Matter for Two Acts more, and is te. 
duc'd to theſe Shifts to give the Audience full Mex 
fure for their Money: But the Heroic Daugtter, ha. 
ving a whole firſt Act added before the Action of the 
Cid begins, of Conſequence transfers the Third Ad 
of the French Play into the Fourth of the Engliſh, 
by which Expedient, the neceſſary Matter of the 
Two laft Acts of the One, are eaſily contain'd in 
the fingle Fifth Act of the Other, 

The next Frolixity the Cid entertains us with, is 
the King's folemn Reception of Rodrigue after his De- 
feat of the Mocrs; which let it be never fo juſtly due 
to the Merit of the Action, yet Nen nunc erat his lot, 
All this moves not, and might h ve been ſuppos'd, 
or related only, that the more numediate Buſinels of 
the Play might have come forward, as is attempted 
in the Her ick Daughter. 

Beſide, the making Eodrigue to 2 an Account of 
his own Victory, muſt either leſſen the Action, or 
his C haraCter----Any Friend, that was a Well-Wilker 
to his Intereſt, muſt certainly have been a more pro- 
per Herald of his Fame: I have therefore made 4 
lonzo give the Particulars of this glorious Service to 
his Country, and I thought the Audience would be 
better pleas'd, if it were given to Ximena, that they 
might at the ſame Inſtant ſee the new Conflict it 
mu. t naturally raiſe between her Paſſion and her Duty: 


For tho the King is in the Flay the Perſon molt 2 
FEY cerx d 
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and to hear it, yer the Epeffarur is moſt concern'd 
« i | tat Ximene ſhould hear it ; and 1: offends not cither 
1 yanners, or Probability, that the King is ſuppos d to 
5 e heard it before. i 

When Chimene returns to Court for Juſtice, the King, 
a Hopes to appeaſe her, has a Mind firſt to inake a 
niſcovery of her Paſſion. and cunningly tells her, that 
er Defire of Vengeance is anſwer'd, for Redrigue is 
Em. | feed of his Wounds; at which Chimene fainting, his 
hor | Majeſty fairly bites her, owns he is alive, and that he 
+ now convinc'd ſhe has no Mind to hurt him 
This Fineſſe is needleſs, and ill becomes the Gravity 
ha. | of the Subject: There is nothing of it in the Here ict 
the | Daughter. 
Ag | Well! when all will not do, when ſhe finds it is, 
0. b hard to make the King more ſenſible of her private 
Frongs, than of her Lover's late Cervice to the pu- 
lick, it is indeed Time to make her loſe her Senſes, 
for then, poor Lady! ſhe demands the Combat, and 
'is |iforc'd to call her Vanity and Falſhood to the Aſſi- 
Je. | ance of her Duty, by prop ſing her perſon as a 
ue | leward to any Gentleman that would be the ham- 
us, {jon of her Cauſe, if he prov'd Victorious: This is 
d, | fcnificing her Paſſion to her Duty with a Vengeance: 
of | Vhat an unconſolable Figure would ſhe have made, 
ed |! no Body had taken up the Cudyels! 'tis well ſhe 
new ſhe was Handſome, or that might really have 
of ken the Caſe; but to be ſerious- ---- 

or | [ thought it much more decent and natural, when 
er be was in this Extremity, to let Sanchez, who had 
o- | *fore offer'd his Service, take this fair Occaſion of 
ſtepping in to her Aſſiſtance; tis he, therefore, that 
to n Ximena's Name demands the Combat, and that 
be be might not have the Guilt of flattering him with 
de leaſt Hope, as a Lover, he is made even to diſguiſe 
it [ie Motive to it with his pretended Friendſhip for her 
y: te father: The King's granting the Combat, and 
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the neceſſay Orders about it, conclude the Fourth Az 
of the Cid. 

The Fifth Act begins with Redvi: le 's abruptly V;. 
fiting ( nene, without Leave or Excuſe, before be 
was going 0 the Liſts. And tho' in her firſt Words 
ſhe pretends to be ſhack'd at his Appearance, yet he 
hes no Notice of it, but goes on With his Zuſineſs, 
and fre as inſenübly tinks into Mildneſs and Tempe: 
>> ncar it : Here they ſeem too Peclamatory, and 
Komantick, wiich I haye endeavom'd to avoid, by 
a ing amore {picited Turn to the Pithons, and reducin 


ham neuer ty common Life: and the Expedient that 
0: Atees: tie Interview u 1 35 1 hope, upon 2 
mo pordonabie Foundation: Fer to make theſe Twa 
ITS to Cre, in the Heroic Pan Mic, it Was but to 


Ro ntiave Ut: Scene naturally to fellow the laſt, with 
our caving the Stage vacant, which is effected by the 
K.. uy in. Cares Leave to take his Farewell of 
Ln n be fore his going tu the Combat; and thus her 
n 1 2 lin, wWaile her Friend Be Tara is prelent, and 
in the Court, ſcems more excuſcable, than her re» 
cciving his Viſit in 1 Day, iu her private Apart- 
went : And that your ! atience might not languiſh, 
the ombat immediate! y tullows his parting from her; 
av! tho' you fe nothing of that Engagement on the 
Stage, yet Your Imagination all the while enjoys it 
11 the Alarms and Terrors of Xizzeza, which upon 
every diſlant Sound ot the Trumpet ſhe is differently 
throw into: And J have always ebſery'd, that when 
any thi: 6 of Moment is heard to be doing from be- 
hind, that has a warm Effect upon tle Actors in sight, 
it ſeems to give a double Delight to the Aud ence: 
This MET Andy is entirely my own, and yet [ fatter 
my fc!f, not the leaſt Artful in that Flay. The Return 
ct Sanrrs from the ombat too, is here prepared 
With fuch «Circumſtances, as might more probably 
Icad X/mena into the Miſtake of ** being the Victor; 
but all this is languidly interrupted in the Cid, by 

making 


K—— 


ws, we are here ſtill at a Lofs, tis can be to 4500 
e Concluſion cf the Play, the Matter ſtands just 9 
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making the Infanta's melancholy Talon brenl into 
the warmeſt Connection of the Stars; an! Lone 
doo, for want of having 955 Im: De irt with 
ſoch various Notice of the ' ombat, Whicle te Tun 
pet 2 oives her, falls again into an inactive and dec 
matory Account of Roe Calamities, which in a Lift 
AR ever ſurf. its the Attention. 


After the Combat ſhe accolts the King with - 
long Argume it, on A Suppoſitjon that 1 Irmo © 


* * 1 


lend, wherein ſhe begs to be releavd from her 
Obligation to m:rry Sarckes as the Vick r, and 
barters to reward him with her Vortune, u! 1850 he ie 
willing to ſettle upon Sanchez fur his rovble, pro- 


vided ſh: may have Leave to e of her Perion 
ina Nunnery- --All this the King he ets unde— 
teiving her, as to Redriguc « being Alice, vhich i, not 


only ſmprob: ble, but necdle's! v cart! hee iſlake 
further than it will bear to be bean, „ e . 
Daughrer the very luſtent ſhe black at tae eth of 
Carles, the King rectifies her diſtake + Which ; ee 
rents that odd Project of comprenuizing tie Matter 
with Saxchez, and lets the Herr ſoon r into Hatter 
of mare importance: The King too here is only an 
Advocate, not a Tyrant for Carlos; ind dien huving 
made no romiſe to marry. the Victor, aviids ! it 
Yolation of her-Duty, Mich, in 1. e (i, ea!“ 
ute Power of the Rog would tro; vu | 


we be is ſo tender cf her Virtur, rt be everrtiifitirs 
at Carlos to approach her, „lor: luave- And 

ne come to the loft onlliskefler Tet whieh con- 
dudes in a Roſlwion not t tent er Love in ant 


of him that had kia her Father ur te hur hee Sor 
ws from the W. an in a Cl for: Anil not Opi 
non, it was impotli Ble under uch Mise tone Ht git 
we of her otlierwiſe, be out breaking 4nty il laws 
of Honour and Virtus. Well! but tio unt me 


— 
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it did Three Acts ago, the Lovers were parted they 
and all we have done with them ſince comes to ng 
more, Cornei le ſeems to be plunged in this Dithculy 
and in my humble Opinion had much better have 
parted them for ever, than have brought them together 
with ſo wretched a Violation of C inene's Character: 
In ſhort, his Ex pedient comes to no more than this 
that the King gives her Leave, for Decency's ſake, 
to be virtuous a Year longer, but after that's expir's, 
he obliges her (and ſhe tacitly conſents) to marry the 
Man that has killed her Father. As if a diſhonourable 
action could be juſtify'd, by our ſtaying a Year be. 
fore we commit it. 

There ſeem'd therefore to me but one Way in Na- 
wre, to bring them decently together, which was by 
removing the Fundamental Cauſe of their Separation: 
If therefore without offending Nature or Probability, 
we can make the Father of Ximena recover of his 
Wounds, I ſee no Reaſon, why every Auditor might 
not in Honour congratulate their Happineſs : By this 
Expedient their Story is inſtructive, and theſe Heroick 
Lovers ſtand at laſt Two fair Examples of rewarded 
Virtue : But it is now Time to conclude. 

Nothwithſtanding all our critical Amendments, it 
muſt be allow'd, that the firſt Happineſs of a Tragick 
Writer depends on his Choice of a proper Subject, 
without That his Art and Genius are but miſemploy'd: 
tf cherefore there be any thing more than my not 
being a fufficient Maſter of Style, that could make the 
Reraic Daughter leſs ſucceſsful than the Cid, I an 
allow it might be likewiſe owing to the Subject, of 
which perhaps the chief Characters are too ſeverely 
Virtucus, for the Homeſpun Morals of our Englih 
Audience : Whereas the French run into the other Ex- 
teme; with them your Hero muſt be Virtuous even 
tw Romance, or he is inſufferable ; but Good Nature 
is ſo diſtinguiſning a Characteriſtick of the Engliſh, 
that the French ha ve no Word to expreſs it: And the 

Perſons 
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Perſons that Ve often Pity in our Plays, a French 
Critick would tell you ought to be Hanged by Poetical 
Juſtice. But we are fo tender-hearted, that let the Cha- 
ndters of our Tragedies be never ſo Criminal, yet if 

can but make them penitent, and miſerable, 
reſign'd and humble in their Afflictions, we forget all 
their old Faults, take them immediately into Favour, 
and the Handkerchiefs of a whole Audience ſhall be 
wet with their Misfortuner: This Effect is frequent at 
the Tragedy of Fenice Preſerv'd, where Jaſſeir, after 
having been a Conſpirator againſt hi Country from 
a private Revenge; after his betraying that Conſpi- 
ncy, and the Life of his deareſt Friend, frem the 
Importunities of a Wife, whom his Weakneſs could 
not reſiſt, yet makes his Peace with the Audience at 
aft, and dies ſurrounded with their Compaſſion : I 
am therefore convinc'd, that Criminal Characters fo 
artfully conducted, have much the Advantage of the 
perfect and Blameleſs; and perhaps 'tis the Narrow- 
neſs of the French Genius, that would never let their 
beſt Authors attempt to raife Compaſſion upon ſuch 
bold and natural Foundations, But on the other Side, 
it would be hard to infer from hence, that (haracters 
nearer to Perfection ought not as well to appear the 
Principals of "Tragedy : Both Carlos and Ximena have 
their Imperfections, and I allow' are moſt to be 
pity'd, when they are leaſt able to reſiſt them; I 
cannot therefore but inſiſt, that the Cid has all the 
Greatneſs, Dignity, and Diſtreſs in the Subject, that 
Tragedy requires; and tho” it may have had too many 
Hearers of an uncultivated Taſte, who think it in- 
lines to the Romantick; yet if Filial Duty, Love, 
and {'onour in the higheſt Inſtances of Self-denial, 
we not imaginary Virtues, then certainly all its 
dructur s are upon exalted Nature: Let the common 
Praftic. of Mankind be What it will, it is not Unna- 
tral to be Virtuous} and ir ouzht to be more com- 
mendable to pity che Misfortunes of the Virtuous, than 
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of thoſe, who owe their Diſtreſs to their immediate 
Criminal Conduct. But I am notwithſtanding willi 

to compound for the Inference, by granting, that 
when a Capable Genius ſets himſelf to Work, there 


may jultly be Room for Succeſs upon either Pounds. 
tion, 
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J N in ſorm'd Aſſumblies of the Fair, 

The flrait dec Prude avill no looſe Paſſion bear, 
Beyond ſet Bounds us Lover muſt addreſs, 
But ficret Flame in diſtant Sig ha expreſs 3 
Jet if by Chance ſame gay Coquet ſails in, 
A joicus [Murmur breaks the ſilent Scene, 
Each Heart rcliew d by her en{ivning Fire, 
Feels eajy Hepe. and unconfin'd Defire; 
Then ſhuddering Prudes with j.cret £ nwy burn, 
And treat the Fops, they could not catch, with Scora. 
$2 Plays are valued; nit conjfin'd to Rules, 
{hoſe Prudes, the Criticks call them, Feaſts for Feel; 
And Fan Audience gainſft thoſe Rules is auarm' d, 
Or ty the ſaauleſi Force of Genius charm'd, 2 
Their avho/e Confederate Body is alarm'd : 3 
Then every Feature fale, though ne er fo taking, 
The Heart's deccid'd though "tis with Pleoſure aking. 
They'l: prove your Charmer's nat agreeable : 
Thas far'd it avith the Cid of Fam'd Corneille. | 
In France "txvas charg'd with Faults <vere paſt enduring: 
Bat ſil had Beauties that guere fo alturine, 
It raid the Enzy of the grave Richliev, 
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PROLO C U x. 


4 Spite of his Remarks, cram'd Houſes drew : 
of this Aſertion if the Truth you'll knonw, 

u Lines will prove it from the great Boileau: 
Fn vain contre le Cid un Miniktre ſe ligue, 

Tout Paris pour Chimene a les yeux de Rodrigae, 
ln vain againſt the Cid the Stateiman arms, 

Paris with Rodrick feels Ximena's Charms. 

(his proves, when. Paſſion truly awrought apprar:, 
I Plays imperfect, tauill command jour Tears : 
Vet think not from what's /aid, ve Rule; deſpi ſe, 
ſo raiſe your Wonder from Abſurdities; 

4 France improv'd it from the Spaviſh Pen, 
We hope, now Britiſh, 'tis improw'd again : 

And though loft Tragedy has long ſcemd Dead, 
Vat having lately rais'd her awful Head, 

To Night wwith Pains and Caſt we humbly fr iws 
ſo keep the Spirit of that Taſte alive: 

But if, lite Phaeton, i» Corneille's Ca», 

16 unequal Muſe unhappily Fould err, 

At leaſt you il own from glorious Heights ſhe , 
dnd there's ſome Merit in attempting *«e/.. 
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A Tie Fit. 


Alvarez and Carlos. 
Lliance! ha! and with the Race of 


Gormazx / 
My mortal Foe! 'The King erjoins 
it, ſaidſt thou? 
74-9 Let me not think thou couldit de- 
n ſcend to ask it: 
Take heed, my Son, nor let the Daughter's Eyes, 
Succeed in what the Father's Sword has fail'd ; 
Since I to Age have ſtood his Hate unmov'd, 
de not thou vanquiſh'd by her Female Wiles, 
Nor ſtain thy Honour with inſulted Love. 
Car. O taint not with ſo hard a Thought her Virtues, 
Which ſhe has prov'd fincere, from Obligations: 
Tis to her Suit Lowe my late Advancement. 
You know, my Lord, the Fortune of this Sword 
Receem'd her from the Moors, when late their Captive 3 
For which, at her return to Court, ſhe ſwell'd 
The Action with ſuch Praiſes to the King, 
He bad her name the Honours cou'd reward it; 
dhe, conſcicus of our Houſes Hate, ſurpriz'd, 
And yet diſdaining that her Heart ſhou'd fall 
In Thanks below the Benefit receiv'd, 
Vumd with th' Occaſion, begg'd his Royal Favour a 
Won 
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Wou'd rank me in the Field, the next her Father. 
The King comply'd, and with a Smile inſiſted, 
That from her own fair Hand I ſhou'd receive 
The Grace. This forc'd me then to viſit her: 
To ſay what follow'd from our Interview, 
Might tire, at leaſt, if not offend your Ear. 
Alv. Net fo, my Carlos, but proceed. 
Car. In briet; 
The Queen, who now in higheſt Favour holds 
The fair Nienna, ſoon perceiv'd our Paſſion, 
Approv'd and cheriſh'd it; our Houſes Diſcord 
She knew of old, had often ſhook the State; 
Whereon ſhe kindly to the King propos'd 
This happy Union, as the fole Expedient 
To cure thoſe Wounds, and fortify his Throne 
Nay, ſhe, Ximena, it I know her Thoughts, 
Chiefly to that Regard reſigns her Heart. 
O! ſhe diſclaims, contemns her Beauty's Power, 
And builds no Merit but on ſtable Vertue. 
Ad. If io, I ſhou'd indeed applaud her Spirit. 
Car. Oh! had you ſearch'd her Soul like me, you would 
Repoie your Life, your Fame, upon her Truth. 
Alv. On thee at leaſt I'm ſure I may; I know 
Thou lov'ſt thy Honour equal to Ximenea, 
And to that Gvard I dare commit thy Love, 
Keep but that Uuion facred: 
Car. When | break it, 
May your Diſpleaſure, and X:mena's Scorn, 
Unre their Force to torture me with Shame: 
But ſee! ſhe comes! her Eve, my Lord, has reach'd you. 
[Ximena enters, 
Mark her Concern, the Softneſs of her Fear. 
O'ercaſt with Doubt and Diffidence to meet you; 
One gentle Word from you wou'd chaſe the Cloud, 
And let forth all the | uitre of her Sovl. 
Alv. Hail fair X;merr—beauteous Brightneſs, hail, 
Propitious be this Meeting to us all, 
With equal Joy and Wonder | ſurvey Thee, 
How lovely's Virtue in fo bright a iorm ' 
Thy Father's Fierceneſs all is loſt in thee; 


Well have thy Eyes reproach d our Houſes Jars, 1 
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And calm'd the Tempeits th 
Peace; 
What we wirl falle Reſentments but influn'd, 
Thy nobler Virtues have appeasd with Honour, 
Vn. Theſe Praiſes from anotlior Mouth, my Lord, 
Might dye theſe glowing Checks wan crimicn 
Shame; 
Bit as they flow thus Kindly. from Alvaro, 
From the heruick Sire of my D- iverer, 
As you beſtow em, my exulting Heart, 
Tho undeſcrv'd, receives witli y the Sound 
But for thoſe Virtues you a:cribe i me, 
Aas! they are but copy'd all from thence ; 
Carlos, I jaw, was brave, victorious, great, 
Compaſonate——1 am at belt but grateful o—— 
Cou'd I be leſs reduc'd with Obligatioas 
Cou'd 1 retain our Houle's ancient Hate, 
When Carlos“ Deeds io greatly had forgot :: : 
If Heav'n had will'd our Feuds ſiou'd never end, 
| wou'd have choſe ſome other Arm to ſave me ; 
But if its kinder Providence decrees, 
Vnena's yielded Heart ſhou'd cure thoſe IIIs, 
And bind our Paſſions in the Chains cf Peace; 
Fe witneſs that, all gracious Heav'n, I've gain'd 
The End, the Haven of my Hopes on Earth, 
And fill'd the proudeſt Sails of my Ambition. 
Av. O Carlos Carlos] weare boil ſubdu'd! 
Where can ſuch heav'nly Sweeine's find a Foe? 
What Cor ma may reſolve, his Heart can tell, 
lut mine no longer can reſiſt ſuch Virtue ; 
His Pride perhaps may triumph o'er my Weaknel:, 
And wrong X:;mena to inſult Ace: 
be mine that Shame, but then be mine this Glorr, 
[ He joins their Hands. 
That I ſurrender to his Daughter's Merit 
All that ker Heart demands, or mine can give: 
If he's obdurate, let her Wrongs reproach him. 
[ Don Sanchez and Alonzo b/erving en 
No Thanks, my Fair; for both or neither are 
Oblig'd : Whatever may be due to me, 
Let Love, and mutual Gratitude repay, 
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D. San. Death to my Eyes! Alvarez joins their 
Hands ! 
Alon. Forbear! is this a Time for Je: lou'y? 
D. San. Thou, th at haſt Patience then, relieve 
my Torture. 
Car. O X:imena ! how my Heart's oppreſs'd with Shame; 
Thou giv'ſt me a Confuſion equal to 
My Joy, I yet am Laggard in my Duty, 
I muit deſpair to reach with equal Virtues 
Dread Gormaz Heart, as thou haſt touch'd Alvarez. 
Aim. That Hope we muſt to Providence reſign; 
The King intends this Day to ſound his Temper, 
Which, tho' ſevere, I know is generous, 
In Honour great, as in Reſentments warm, 
Fierce to the Proud, but to the Gentle Vielding; 
Ie Goodneſs of A/varez muſt ſubdue him. 
Alon. My Lord, I heard the King enquiring for you. 
Av. Sir, I attend his Majeſty F thank you. 
Aim. Saw you the Count, my Father, in the Preſence? 
Alon. Madam, I left him with the King this Inſtant, 
Withdrawn to th' Window, and in Conference. 
Vin. Twas his Command I ſhou'd attend him there. 
Atv. Come fair Ximena, if thy Father's Ear 
Irclines like mine, unprejudic'd to hear: 
His Hate ſubdu d vill publick Good regard, 
Ad crawn thy Virgin Virtues with Reward, 
[Ex. Alv. Car. Nm. 
D. Sar. Help me, Alonzo, help me, or I fink, 
Th' Oppreſſion is too great for Nature's Frame, 
And all my Manhood reels beneath the Load ; 
O Rage: O! Torment of ſucceſsleſs Love 
Alon. Alas! I warn'd you of this Storm before, 
Yet you, incredulous and deaf, deſpis'd it; 
But ſince your Hopes are blaſted in their Bloom, 
Since vow'd Aimena never can be yours, 
Forget the Foily, and reſume your Reaſon: 
Recover to your Vows your Love betroth'd, 
Return to Honour, and the wrong'd Be/zara. 
D. San. Why doſt thou ftill obſtruct my Happineſs, 
And thwart the Paſſion, that has feiz'd my Soul ? 
A Friend ſhou'd help a Friend in his Extreams, 


Apart, 


And not create, but diſſipate his Fears. Ti 
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fis true, I ſee Ximena's Heart is given, 
Bur then her Perſon's in a Father's Power; 
Ve, I've ro Cauſe to fear, will ſhght my Offers. 
Thou know'ſt, th' Averfion that he bears 4/vare 
Bars like a Rock her Wiſhes from their Harbour: 
While Carlos has a Fear, ſhall I deſpair ? 
Has not the Count his Paſſions too to pleaſe, 
And will he ſtarve his Hate to feed her Love? 
May I not hope he rather may embrace 
The fair Occaſion of my timely Vows, 
To torture Car/as with a ſure Deſpair, 
And force Aimena to aſſiſt his Triumph 
Nay, ſhe perhaps, when his Commands are fix'd, 
ja Pride of Virtue may refit her Love, 
duppreſs the Paiiion, and relign to Duty. | 
Ahn. Why will you tempt ſuch Seas of wild Diſquiet, 
When Honour ccurts you in a Cum to Joy ? 
Belzara's Charms are yielded to your = lopes, 
Contracted to your Vows, and warm'd to Love; 
Ximena ſcarce has Knowledge of your Flame, 
Without Reproach the racks you with Deſpair, 
And mult be perjur'd cou'd her Heart relieve you. 
D. San. Let her relieve me, I'll forgive the Guilt, 
Forget it, ſmother in her Arms the Thought, 
And drown the charming Falſhcod in the Joy. 
Alon. What wild Extravagance of youthſul Heat 
Obſcures your Honour, and deſtroys your Reaſon? 
D. San. I am not of that Lifeleis Mould of Men, 
That plod the beaten Road of virtuous Love; 


| Vith me'tis Joyous, Beauty gives Deſire, 


Defire by Nature gives Inſtinctive Hope; 
The Phenix I oma ſets her ſelf on Fire, 
Hope gives us Love, our Love makes them deſire, : 
Ard in the Flames they raiſe, themſelves expire: | 
Alon. Nor Love, nor Hope can give you here Succeſs. 
D.San. Let thoſe deſpair, whoſe Paſſons have their Bounds, 
Whoſe Hopes in Hazards, or in Dangers die: 
ew me the Object worthy of my Flame, 
Let her be barr'd by Obligations, Friends 
y Vows engag'd, by Pride, Averſion, all 
The Common Letts, that give the Virtuous Awe, 1 
. 
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My Love wou'd mount the tow'ring Falcon's Height, 
Cut thro' them All, like yielding Air, my Way, 
And downwards dart me rapid on tac fQu.rry, 

An. Farewel. v1 Lord, ſome other time perhaps 
This Rapture may bie, and want a Friend; 
I ſhall Ven, t'idviſe, „hen you can hear. 
But . 41 24 (eines. An ys contus'd, 
That fpenk ome new E order mn Ler Heart. 
Weu's cu be Happy, tend, be Jaſt ; preſerve 
Inv.obate the [Tore \ Cor Vol Ve ade her. 
Fare wel, I icav. vou to em ce th Occaſion. Exit. 

22 155 


er PCLIZATN, 
Bel. I come, i. on S tx, to:niirm you of 
A Wrore, that nt: © ncerns Cur Alutual Honour 
'Tis win per tio) ihe Court, that you retract 
Your fo:ecmn \ : „Contact ſcal'd to me, 


And with : peruia Heart Purive Ximena; 
Such falle Rez cris thou'd per ſh in their Birth: 
I've done my t:oneit Part, and disbeliev'd 'em; 
Do yours, and by your Vows perform'd deſtroy them. 
D. San. Madam, this tender Care of me deſerves 
Acknowledgments beyond my Power to pay; 
But V:rtue always is the Xlark of Mice, 
Contempt the beſt Return that we can make it. 
Bel. Virtue thou'd have ſo iirict a Guard, as not 
To latter ev'n Sufpicion to approach it. 
For tho', Don Sænchex. I dare think you Juſt, 
Vet while the envious \Vorld believes you Valle, 
I feel their Inſults, and endure the Shame. 
D. San. Malice ſucceeds when its Report's believ'd, 
deem you to {'izht it, and the Monfter's mute. | 
Bel. I cou'd Have hop'd ſome Cauſe to make me flight: 
This cold Concern to ſatisiy my Fears, 
Proclaims the Danger, and confirms them True. 
D. San. Then you believe me Falſe? 
Bel. Believe it ! Heaven! 
Am I to doubt? What ev'n your Looks, your Words, 
Your faint Evaſions faithleſly confeſ. 
Ungrateful Man! when you betray'd my Heart, 
You ſhou'd have taught me too to bear the Wrong. 
D. San. When Tears with Menaces relieve their Grief, 
They flow from Pride, not Tenderneſs diltreſt, Et. 


| 


| 


2998 


Ar 


t, 


9 
* 


The He ROCK DAUGAH TER. 7 


Bel. Infulting, horrid Thought! am I accus'd 
Of Pride, com ptainmsy tom a Breaking Heart? 
D. San. Behold tu unthrifty Proof of Woman's Love! 
Purſue you with the 5ighs of taith ful Paſſion, 
You ſtarve our pinning Hopes with painted Coy neſs; 
But if our Ii oneit 1; carts diſdain the Yoke, 
Or ſeek from ſweet Variety, Relief, 
Alarm'd to loſe, u hat you deſpis'd ſecure, 
Your tremb'i.ng Pride reotratts its haughty Air, 
And yicids to Love, pariving When we fly. 
Theſe laviſh Tcars when I deferv'd your Heart, 
Had held me 1:,hing to be more your Slave; 
But to beſtow them when that tleart's broke loolec, 
When more I merit your Contempt than Love, 
Arraigns your Juſtice, and acquits my Falſhood. 
Bel. Injurious, falſe, and barbarous Reproach. 
Have 1 with-held my Pity from your Sighs, 
Or us'd with Rigour my once boundleſs Power ? 
Am I not ſworn by teftity'd Conſent, 
By ſolemn Vows contracted, yielded yours 7 
But what avails the Force of Truth's Appeal, 
Where the Offender is himſelf the Judge? 
But yet, remember, Tyrant, while you Triumph, 
I am Don Henrick's Daughter, whom you dare betray ; 
Henrick, whoſe tam'd Revenge of injur'd Honour, 
Dare: ſtep as deep in Blood, as you in Provocations : 
D. Car. Since then your ſeeming Grief's with Rage 
[reliev'd, 
Hear me with Temper, Madam, once for all. 
You urge our ſolemn Contract ſworn, I own 
The Fact, but muſt deny the Obligation. 
'Twas not to me, but to a Father's Will, 
To Henrick's dread Cymmands your Pride ſubmitted : 
Since then your AM-rit's to Obedience due, 
deek your Reward from Daty, not from Sanches : 
Your Sliguts to me live yet recorded here, 
Nor an our forc'd Submilions now remove them: 
Fimene's ſolter Heart has rais d me to 
A Flame, that gives at once Revenge, and Rapture. 
How far Don Herrick may reſent the Change, 


] neither know, nor with Concern ſhall hear. 
Na Ys 
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Nay, truſt your injur'd Patience to inflame him, 

Bel. Inhumane, vain Provoker of my Heart, 

I need not urge the Ills that mult o'ertake Thee, 

thy giddy Paſſions will without my Aid 

Puniſh their Guilt, and to themſelves be fatal. 

'imena's Heart is fixt as far above 

Thy Hopes, as Truth and Virtue from thy Soul, 

To her avenging Scorn I yield thy Love; 

There, faithleſs Wretch, indulge thy yain Deſires, 

And ftarve, like tortur'd Tantalus, in Plenty; 
Gaze on her Charms forbidden to thy Taſte, 
Famiſht and pining at the tempting Feaſt, 
Still rackt, and reaching at the hing Fair, 
Purſue thy Falſhood, and embrace Deſpair. [Exit, 

D. Sen. So raging Winds in furious Storms arite, 
Whirl o'er our Heads, and are when paſt forgotten. 

Enter Alonzo. 

Alon. Why, Sanchez, are you ſtill reſolv'd on Ruin? 
I met Be/zara in diforder d Haſte, 

At Sight of me ſhe ſtopt, and wou'd have ſpoke, 
But Grief alas was grown too ſtrong for Words: 
When turning from my View her mournful Eyes 
She burſt into a Show'r of guſhing Tears, 

And in the Conflict of her Shame retir'd: 

O yet collect your Temper into Thought, 

And ſhun the Precipice that gapes before you : 

A Moment hence, convinc'd, your Eyes will ſee 
Vimenaà parted from your Hopes for ever. . 

D. San. Why doſt thou double thus my new Diſquiets? 
For Pains foreſeen are felt before they come. 

Enter King, Gormaz, Alvarez, Carlos, Ximena. 

Alon, Behold the King, Alvarez, and her Father. 
Be wiſe, tho' late, and profit from the Iſſue. 

King. Count Gormaz you, and you Alvarex hear, 
Tho' in the Camp your Swords, in Court your Counte,, 
Have juſtly raid your Fame to envy'd Heights, 

Yet let me itt deplore your Race and you, 
That from a long Deſcent of Lineal Heat, 
Your private Feuds as oft have ſhook the State. 
And what's the Source of this upheld Defiance? 
Alas! the ſtubborn Claim of ancient Rank, 
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| Was it well done thus to revive the Flame, 


If thou h. t 0u_ht to urge, that may defend 
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Held from a Two Days antedated Honour, 
Which gave the younger Houle Preheminence. 
How many valiant Lives have eas'd our Foes 
Of Fear, deſtroy'd by this conteſted Title! 
And what's decided by this endlets Valour? 
Whoſe Honour yet confeſſes the Superior? 
While both dare die, the Quarrel is [Immortal : 
Or ſay that Force on one Part has prevail'd, 
s there ſuch Merit in unequal Strength? 
If Violence is Virtue, Brutes may boaſt it: 
Lions with Lions grapple, and diſpute ; 
But Men are only Great, truly Victorious, 
When with ſuperior Reaſon they ſubdue. 
Can you then think you are in Honour bound 
To Heir the Follies of your Anceſtors? 
vince they have left you Virtues and Renown, 
Tranſmit not to Poſterity their Blame. 
Av. 
and My Gracious Lord 
(ror. 
King. Yet hold, I'll hear you Both. 
Of your Compliance, Gormaz, I've no doubt, 
This Quarrel in your Nobler Breaſt was dying, 
Had not, Alvarez, vou reviv'd it: 
Ah. 1? 
Vherein, my Gracious Lord, ſtand I ſuſpected? 
King. What elſe cou'd mean that ſullen Gloom you 
That conſcious Diſcontent ſo ill conceal'd [ wore, 
In your abrupt Retirement from our Court, 
When late the valiant Count was made our General? 
Was t not your own Requeſt, you might reſign it? 
Which tho', tis true, you long had fill'd with Honour, 
Was it for you to circuinſcribe our Choice ? 
T' oppoſe from private Hate, the publick Good, 
Ard in his Caſe, whoſe Merit had prefer'd him? 
When his fierce T emper, from Reflection calm, 
lnclin'd to let the Embers of his Heat expire, 
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To wake his jea'ous Honour to Reſentment, 
And ſhake tha Union we had laid to He ert? 


Thy 
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Thy late Behaviour, or accuſe his Conduct, 
Untold it free, we are prepar'd to hear. 

Als. Alas, mv Lord, the World misjudges me, 
My Hate ſuppcs'd is not fo deeply rooted, 
Age has allay d thoſe Fevers of my Honour, 
And weary Nature now wou'd reſt from Paſſions. 
The Noble Count, whoie warmer Blood may boil, 
Perhaps is till my Foe: I am not his, 
Nor envy him thoſe Honours of his Merit. 
Where Virtue is, I dare be juſt, and ſee it. 
Your Majeſty has ſpoke your Wiſdom in 
Your Choice, {or 1 kave teen his Arm deſerve it. 
In all the Sieges, Battles I have won, | 
I knew not better to Command, than he 
To Execute: Thoſe Wreaths of Victory 
That flouriſh fti]] upon this hoary Brow, 
Impartial I confeſs, his active Sword 
Has lopt from Leads of Mears, and planted there. 

King. How has Report, my Gormaz, wrong'd this Man 

Alv. Nor was the Cauſe of my Retirement mere, 
Than that I found it Time to eaſe my Age, 

Unfit for farther Action, and bequeath 
My Son the needleſs Pomp of my Poſſeſſions. 

King. Is't poſſible ? Coud'it thou conceal this Gocdneß! 
Cou'd ſecret Virtue take ſo firm a Root. 

While Slander like a Canker kill'd its Beauties? 
Gormaz, if yet thou art not Paſſion's Slave, 
Take to thy ſelf the Glory to reward him. 

Gor. My Lord, the Paſſions, that have warm'd this Bread, ! 
Yet never ftirr'd but in the Cauſe of Honour. 
Honour's the Spring that moves my active Life, 
And Life's a Torment, while that Right's invaded. 
Shew me the Man whoſe Merit claims my Love, 
Whoie milder Virtues modeiily aſſail me, 

And Honour throws me at his Feet ſubmiſhve. 
In Proof of this, there needs but now to cen, 
The generous Advances of 4/carct 

Have wrn'd my fierce Reſentments into Shame. 
What can I mere? My Words but faintly ſpcak me. 
But ſince my King ſeems pleas'd with my Converßon, 
My Heart and Arms are open to embrace him. 


King: 


nels? 
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King. Receive him, Soldier, to thy Heart, and give 
tar King this Glory of your Mutual Conqueſt. 
| They embrace. 
Xim. Auſpicious Omen ! 
Car. O * Hope! 
D San. Adders and Serpents mix in their Embraces ! 

| [ Hart. 

King. O Gormaz! O Alvarez! ſtop not here, | 
Confine not to your ſelves your ſtinted Virtue, 
Jut in this noble Ardour of your Hearts, 


cure to your Peſterity your Poace : 


| Con and Nimena ner”. 


thold the lifted Hands, ther beg the Blefling, 
The Hearts that burn to rat.iy te Joy, 
And to your Heirs unbcrn tranſmit the Glory. 
Cor. Receive her, Carles, from a Father's Hand. 
Whoſe Heart by Obligations was ubdu'd. 
lv. Accept, AXimena, all my Age hol ls dear, 
Jet to my Bounty, but thy Merit duc. 
Kirg. O maniy Conqueſt! O exalted Worth! 
Mat Henours can we offer to applaud it? 
Tograce this Triumph of X'mena's Eyes, 
I Publics Jubilee conclude the Day. 
Lund all our (prightly Inſtruments of War, 
ties, Clarions, Tratop?ts, ſpeak the general Toy. 
dio. Rails high the Clangor of your tvi:y Notes, 
dund Peace at Home 
Gr. And Terror o our Focs. 


King, Let the loud Cannon from the Ramparts roar, 


Cr Aud mate the friehtcd Shares of. Atrick rings 
Car. Long i ve and ever Ch live, the Ming. 
; N 


— 5 0 my Me 2 
x [Trumpets and ls at a Diltence. 
Av. O may this glorious Day for ever Fand 
em d in the Rolls of Inte recor ed Time. 


. 


King, This happy Union fxt, my Lords, we now 
aut crave your Cohnſel in our States Defence 
ters this Morn alara us with Deſigns 

de Moors are forming to invade cur Realms; 
let them be, we're now rrexar'd to meet them. 


C 
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The Prince that wou'd fit free from foreign Fears, 
Sbou d firſt cut Peace compoſe intefline Fars; 
Of Hearts united, erhile ſecure at Home, 

His raſh Invaders ta their Graves muſt come. 


The End of the Fuſt ACT, 
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A CT: dhe Second. 


Enter Don Sanchez. 


Elentleſs Fortune ! thou haſt done thy Part, 
Neglected nothing to oppoſe my Love; 
Hut thou ſhalt find, in thy Deſpight, I'll on. 
Wert thou not blind indeed, thou had'ſt foreſeen 
The Honour done this Hour to old 4/varesz. 
His being nam'd the Prince's Governor, 
(\\ kick { well know th'ambitious Gormarx aim'd at) 
N'oft Ike a Wildiire's Rage embroil their Union, 
Rikindle Jeatouties in Gormaz' Heart, 
V.ioc faul Flame muit bury all in Aſhes: 
Put ie, he comes, and ſeems to ruminate 
With penſive Grudge the King's too partial Favour. 
Gormaz en the cther Side. 

Gyr. The King methinks is ſudden in his Choice 
lis true, I never ſought (but therefore is 
Nut les the Merit) nor obliquely hinted, 
Tat 1 defir'd the Office He has heard 
Mc: fv, the Prince his Son 1 thought was now 
O Age tochange his prattling Female Court, 
And claim'd a Governor's inflructive Guidance—— 
Tht' Advice it ſeems was fit--- but not th' Adviſer--- 
Bete -wiy is Alrrarcz then the Nan ? 
He way be quality'd- --I'il not difpure---- 
Bat was not Cha too of equal Meri? 
Let rae not taiuk 2/parck play; me foul ---- 


Thu] 


ö 


F. 
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That cannot be—he knew I wou'd not bear it—— 

And yet why he's ſo ſuddenly prefer'd— 

Tu think no more on't—T1me will ſoon reſolve me. 
D. San. Not to diſturb, my Lord, your gras er i hour ts, 

May I preſume —— 
Gor. Don Sanchez may command me. 

This youthful Lord is worn our i louie*s Friend, 

If there's a Cauſe for jealous Thought, he'lIl find it. . . 
D. San. I hear, my Lord, the King has freſh Advice 

Of a deſign d Invaſion from tle 17975, receive d 

Holds it contirm'd, or is it only Rumour ? 
Ger. Such new Alarms indeed Eis Letters bring, 

But yet their Crrounds feem'd doubtful at the Conni. 
D. Sar. Nlay it not prove ſome Policy of Stun 

Some bugbear Danger of our own creating ? 

The King I have obſerv'd i id in Rule, 

Pertect in all the Aris of tempering Minds, 

And for the publick Good can give Harms 

Where Fears are not, and hulk them where tucy are 
Geir. Tis ſo! he hints already at my Woge. . % 
D. San. Not but inch Prudence well becom à Prince 

For Peace at Llome is worth his deareſt Purci cc ; 

Yet he that gives his juſt Reſentments un, 

Tho' honour'd by the Royal Mediation, 

And ſees his Enemy enjoy the Fruits, 

Muſt have more Virtues than hi; King, to bear it 

Perhaps, my Lord, { am not underſtood, 

Nay, hope my jealous Fears have no Foundation; 

but when the 'I'yes of Friendſhip ſhall Cemand it. 

Don Sanchez wears a Sword that will revenge you ,t 
Cor. Don Sarchex, flay—1 think thou a:t my Vriend, 

Thy noble Father oft has ſerv'd me in 

The Cauſe of Honour, and his Cauſe was mie. 

What thou haſt ſaid, ſpeaks thee Paithat's Son, 

| need not praiſe thee morc If I deterve 

Thy Love, refuſe not what my Hear:', concern d 

To ask; ſpeak freely of the King, of me, 

Of old 4/:arcz, of our late Alliance, 

And what has follow'd ſince: then ſum the Wile, 


and tell me truly, where th' Account” unequal. 


D. San. My Lord, you honour with too great a Tru 
C 2 The 


14 The Herortck Davcnrter 
The Judgment of my unexperienc'd Years; 1 
Vet for ne Time I have obſerv'd on Men, $7 
I've always found the generous open Heart 
Kway'd, and made the Prey of Minds below it. = 
O! "tis the Curie of manly Virtue, that = 
Cowards, with Cunning, are too ſtrong for Herogs: 15 
And iince you preſs me to unfold my Thoughts, 0. 
1 grieve to ſec your Spirit ſo defeated, * 
Yuur juſt Rctentments by vile Arts of Court, — 
Peguib'd. and melted to reſign their Terror. D.. 
Your heneit Hate, that had for Ages ſtood, 0 
Unmov'd, and firmcr from your Foes Defiance, | 7 
Now ſapp d. and undermin'd by his Submiſſion. * 
Alvarez knew vou were impregnable V5 
Jo Force., and chang d the Soidier for the Stateſman; 2, 
Waile you were yet his Foe protets d, he 
He dad not take thete Honours o'er vour Head; Y 
Had you fill held him at his Diſtance due. 
He wou'd have tiembl'd to have ſcuglit this Otice, f 
When once the King inclin'd to make his Peace, The 
1 ſaw tco well the Secret on the Anvil, 1 
And foon ferctold the l avour Hat ſuccecded: G 
Alas! this Proje& has been Jong concerted, 70 
Ron in private twixt che King and him, You 
Laid out and manag d here by ſecret Agents, Wh 
Walle he, good Man, knew noti:ing ot the Honour, 4 
But from his weet Repole was dragg'd t' accept it. Can 
O! it inflames my Blood ta think his Fea G 
Sheu'd get the Start of your unguarded Spirit, Whi 
Aud proudly vaunt it in the Plumes hie ole Was 
From you. A 
Cer. O! £anciics, thou hail ficd a Thought, For 
T2740 was befors hut dawaing in my Alind: The 
OH rew alreſh it it; Kc: N lemorv. duch 
With wuat diikemoled Wa; min the artful King Line; 
Firit charg'd its Lemper wi h the Gloom he wore, Him 
Vizcn 1 fupply'd his late Command of General. INT 
Then wich what tawning Flatery to me, And 
Arvare:, Fear diſyins'd his trembling tate, mt 
And footivd my yiddine Temper to believe him. Lubje 
D. Sc. Not I latter, mv Lord; tho 1 . The 
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Twas Praiſe well tim'd, and therefore s Kiltul. 


Ger. Now on my Soul, from hun cn loathſome 
lake thy iriendhip, Sarchen tomy Heat; | D.uluings 
And were not my Ximend ralhly proms'!-———- 

D Sar. Nemera's Charms might grace a \ionamrc's 
Nor dares my humble Jcart un the oy, Bed, 
Or, if it dur. t. ſomentter Time un' be it. 
geſults more prethiug nv devniand your Van ut; 


1 


Firt eaſe the Pain of your defeuding Doubt, 
Divide this ſawnring Courier irom the Frigial. 
Ger. Which wiy thall 4 receive, or thank thy Love? 
D. San. iy Lord, you 0v<r-:ate me now but ice, 
{vure% comes now piobe his heco en,, 
Now while veur Thoughts are warm with his Decelt, 
And mark how calmly he'll evace Le Charge: 


My Lord, I'm gone. [Exi. 
Ger. I am thy Friend for ever. 
Euter Alwarcz. 
Av. M Lord, the Kii is woiking forth to ſce 
The Prince, his Son, begin nis Horicuw ann; 
{f you're inclin'd to fee nim, I'll attend vos. 
Gor. Since Duty calls me not. I've no Del.okt 
To be an vie per On anztners Buns, 
Yeu may add und Picature in the Otte, 
aich you ve to artfally contriv'd to fit. 
Abd. Contriv'd, my Lord! I m ferry ſuch a Thoug 
Can reach the Man, whom you've fo late embrac'd. 
Ger. Men are not always what they ſeem: I'a:s Honour, 
Which in another's Vrong, you've barte d for, 
Was at the Price of thoſe Embraces bor. gat. 
de Ha! bore lt? For Shame ſuppreis this poor Suſpi- 
kor if you think. vou can't but be co wird, Lciou: 
The naked Honour of Mvares ſcorns 
ach baſe Diſguilc vet Pauſe a Moment —— 
ance our great Matter with uch les Corcern 
Himſelf has inte rod to bel dur Fr. 
et us not thank lei rob him of che (24+ v 


And undeſerve the Grice be now ia!!! 
Gor, Kings are, alas! hut Men and ef N 
ubject alike to be * Xlen decoy at; h 
de bluſking Court trom this raſh Cucice will ice, 
& 4 i. 


* 
* 
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, 
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How blindly he o'erlooks ſuperior Merit. 
Cou'd no Man fill the Place but worn Alvarez ? 
Ale. Worn more with Wounds and ViRories than 
Who lands before him in great Actions paſt? [Ape 
But I'm to blame to urge that Merit now, 
V hich will but ſhock what Reaſoning may convince, 
G:r. The fawning Slave! O Sanchez ! how I thank 
thee [Asa 
Al. Yoa have a virtuous Daughter, I a Son, 
Whole ſofter Hearts our mutual Hands have rais'd 
F'en to the Summit of expected Joy; 
If no Regard to me, yet let at leaſt 
Your Pity of their Paſſions rein your Temper. 
G:r. O needleſs Care! to nobler Objects now 
That Son be ſure in Vanity pretends. 
While his high Father's Wiſdom is preferr'd 
To guide and govern our great Monarch's Son, 
His proud aipiring Heart forgets X7mena ; 
Think not of him, but your ſuperior Care; 
Inſtruct the Royal Youth to rule with Awe 
His future Subjects trembling at his Frown; 
Teach him to bind the loyal Heart in Love, 
The bold and factious in the Chains of Fear; 
Join to theſe Virtues too your warlike Deeds. 
Infla me him with the vaſt Fatigues you've born, 
But now are pait, to ſhew him by Example, 
And give him in the Cluict tate Renown: 
Read him what ſcorching Suns he mult endure ; 
What bitter Nights mult wake, or ſleep in Arms, 
To counter march the Foe, to give th' Alarm, 
And to his own great Conduct owe the Day. 
Mark him on Charts the Order of the Battle, 
And make him frem your Manuſcripts a Heroe. 
Alv. Ilktemper'd Man! thus to provoke the Heart, 
Whoſe tortur'd Patience is thy only Friend. 
Gor. Thou only to thy ſelf can'ſt be a Friend; 
T tell thee, falſe A/varez, thou haſt wrong'd me, 
Haſt baſely robb'd me of my Merits Right, 
And intercepted our young Prince's Fame ; 
His Youth with me had found the active Proof, 
The living Practice of experienc'd War; 


Thi 
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This Sword had taught him Glory in the Field, 
At once his great Example, and his Guard; 

His unfledg d Wings from me had learnt to ſoar, 
And ſtrike at Nations trembling at my Name; 
This I had done, but thou, with ſervile Arts, 

Haſt fawning crept into our Maſter's Breaſt, 
Elbow'd ſuperior Merit from his Ear, 

And, like a Courtier, ſtole his Son from Glory. 

Iv. Hear me, proud Man--for now I burn to ſpeak, 
Since neither Truth can ſway, nor Temper touch thee ; 
Thus ! retort with Scorn thy ſlandr'ous Rage: 

Thou! thou the Tutor of a Kingdom's Heir! 

Thou guide the Paſſions of o'er-boiling Youth, 

That can'ſt not in thy Age yet rule thy own! 

For ſhame retire, and purge th' imperious Heart, 
Reduce thy arrogant, felt judging Pride, 

Correct the Meanneſs of thy groveling Soul, 

Chaſe damn'd Suſpicion from thy manly Thoughts, 
And learn to treat with Honour thy Superior. 

Gor. Superior, ha! dar'it thou provoke me, Traytor ? 

Av. Unhand me, Ruffian! leſt thy Held prove fatal, 

Gor. Take that ! audacious Dotard. [Site, him. 

Aly. O! my Blood! | 
Flow forward to my *rm to chain this Tyger. 

If thou art brave, now bear thee like a Alan, 

And quit my Honour of this vile Diigrace. [They fobt, 
Alvarez i diſarm'd. 

O ferble Life! I have too long endur'd thee. 

Gr. Thy Sword is mine.take back th inglorious Trophy, 
Which wou'd diſgrace thy Victor's Thigh to wear; 

Now forward to.thy Charge, read to the Prince 
This martial Lecture of thy fam'd Exploits, 
And from this whole'ome Chaſtiſement, learn thou 
To tempt the Patience of offended Honour. [Zxit 
Av. O Rage! O wild Deſpair! O helpleſs Age! 
Wert thou but lent me to furvive my Honour ? 
Am I with martial 'T'oils worn Grey, and ſee 
At laſt one Hour's Blight lay waſte my Laurel:? 
Is this fam'd Arm to me alone defenceleſ:? 
it ſo often prop'd this Empire's Glory, 


Fenc'd like a Rampart the Ca/!;/ian Throne, 
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To me alone diſgraceful! to its Maſter uſeleſs! 

O marp Remembrance of departed Glory! 

© fatal Dignity too dearly purchas'd ! 

Now, kaughty Gormaz, now guide thou my Prince; 
rated Honour is unfit t approach, him. 

„und thou once glorious Weapon, fare thee well, 
d Servant worthy of an abler Malter, 

are now for ever his abandon'd Side, 

And! to revenge him, grace ſome nobler Art. 


kly Son! 
Enter Carlo.. 

Car, can'ſt thou bear Diſhonour ? 

Car. What Villain dares occaſion, Sir, the Queſtion? 
Ce me his Name, the Proof ſhall anſwer him. 

Alv. O juſt Reproach! O prompt reſentful Fire! 
„ly Blood rekindies at thy manly Flame; 
nd glads my labouring Heart with Youth's Return. 
. p, up, my Son cannot ipeak my Shame 
Kcyenge, Revenge me! 

Car. O my Rage! cf what? 

2. Ot an Indignity fo vile, my Heart 
Retuoubles all its Torture ta repeat it. 
A Blow! a Blow! my Boy. 

(+... D.itratton ! Fury! 
I vain, alas, this feeble Arm affail'd 
orte! \ engeance the Aggreſſor's Heart: 
yd wit my Age, o'erbora, inſulted ; 
erstere to thy young Arm for ſure Revenge 
M Sous D tlrets commits my Sword and Cauſe: 
Purice him, Car/zs, to the World's laſt Bounds, 
Ard trom his Heart tear back our bleeding Honour. 
way, to inflame thee more, thou'lt find his Brow 
Cover d with Laurels, and far fam'd his Prowels ; 
On! I have ſeen him dreadtul in the Field, 
Cut thro” whole Squadrons his deſtructive Way, 
And ſnatch the gore-Cy'd Standard from the Foe. 

Car. O rack not wita his Fame my tortur'd Heart, 
That burns to know him, and eclipſe his Glory. 

Atv. Thoe' I torelee, 'twill ſlrike thy Soul to hear it, 
Yet tince our gaiping Honour calls for thy 
Relief — O Carles, tis Aimena's Father—— 


x 
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Car. Ha! 

io. Paule not for a Reply T know thy Love, 
know the tender Obligations of thy Heart, 
And even lend a Sigh to thy Diſtreis. 
| grant, Azmena dearer than thy Lite; 
zut wounded Honour muſt {urmount them both. 
need not urge thee more; thou know'it my Wrong, 
Tis in thy Heart. and in thy Hand tte Vengeanc=: 
ood only is the Balm for Griet like mine. 

Which till ebtain'd, Iii Darin f mur, 

Nor liſt my Eves to Light, till thy turn. 

But haſte, oertake this Blaſter of my Naxc, 

Fly fevift to Vengeance,and bring back my Fame. (Tx. 

Car. Relentleſs Hcav'n! i; !l thy Thunder gone ? 
Not one Bolt lett to finiſh my Ne#pair ? 
Lie fill my Heart, and col this deadly Wound ! 
dür not to beugt, ſor Motion 15 thy Bin, 
Zur tee, the frighred Poor nnn comes. 
And with her . rombiing; rie 122 C N 253 ID-2th. 
My kelplets Father too, o'erwhelnt'd with shame, 
| Bros his Diimithon to his Grave wit! 17, 
Inena weeps, Hcart-prere'd Alon wroans: 
dege hits my Sword, awd Lovearroits my Aru: 
0! double 't orture of ditract nn Woe, 
5 there no Mean betwixt hee ilar Hxtreams 
luft Eonour periſn, it 14pare my dove? 
0 ignomumous Pity ! fhameful Knete! | 
alutt I, to right Alrarex. kill ina? | 
Ocruel Vengeance! O Hen: wounding Honor:! ö 
Suall J torſake her in her set, Eytroams, 
Deprels the Virtue of her Hi! Tears, 
And bury in a Lomb our Nuptial ſoy ? | 
Hell that juſt Honour that ſuhdu d her Heart, | 
Now build its Fame relemleis on her Sorrows? 1 
nitruft me, Heav'n, that gav'ſt me this Diftre, 4 
To chaſe, ard bear me viorthy of my Being! | 
WW 0 Love! forgive me, if my hurry Soul 

Nou'd ack with Error in tais Storm of Fortune! i 
t, zor Heav'n can tell hat! Fangs f teel ta nv thee ! f 
Nut har's! the Skrielks of droaning Honour call! f 

ls finking, gaſping, white 1 itaud in Patt. 
27 | C5 Plunge 
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Plunge in, my Heart, and ſave it from the Billows, | Gi 

It will be fo——the Blow's too ſharp a Pain, Her 

And Vengeance has at leaſt this juſt Excuſe, Hare 

That een X:imena bluſhes, while I bear it: | But | 

Her generous Heart, that was by Honour won, Ir t 

Muſt, when that Honour's ſtain'd, abjure my Love, kw 

|. Ga 

O Peace of Mind, farewel! Revenge, I cone! The 

And raiſe thy Altar on a mournful Tomb. | 2 

Leſs 

The End of the Second ACT. Who 

But 1 
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Garcia and Gormaz. Ge 

Ga 

Cer = i HE King is Maſter of his Will and me. *xpe 

But be it as it may—what's done's irrevo- 5 

cable. That 

Gar. My Lord, you ill receive this Mark of Favour, Ga 

And while thus obftinate, inflame your Fault. Go 

When .overeign Power deſcends to ask of Subjects no 
The due Submiſſion, Which its Will may force, 

Your Danger's greater from ſuch ſlighted Mildaeſs, Ca 

Than ſtou'd you diſobey its full Commands. Go 

Gor. l he Conſequence, perhaps, may prove it ſo. | did 

Car. Have you no Fear of what his Frown may do? | Ca 

C. Has he no Fear of what my Wrongs may co? And 

Men of my Rank are not in Hours uadone; of 

When I am cruſh d, I fall with Vengeance round me. Ca 

Ger. The raſh Ind:gnity you've done Alvarez, Go: 

Without ſeme Proot of Wrong, bears no Excuie. Ca 

Gor. lam my felt the Judge of what J feel, dhe þ 

TI fee] hin falte, aud fecii2g muſt reſent. We b 

Car. Shall it be deem a Falſhiood to accept ay 

A Dipnity by Royal Hands conferr'd Var 
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Cor. He ſhou'd have wav'd it; firit conſulted me. 
He might have held me ſtill his Friend ſincere, 
| Have ſhar'd my Fortunes, as a Friend intreating ; 
| But baſely thus to out me of my Right, 
| By treacherous Acts to do me private Wrong, 
z; what I never can forgive, and have reſented. 
Car. But in this Violence you offend the King, 
The Sanction of whoſe Choice claim'd more Regard. 
Ger. Why am I fretted with theſe Chains ot tlonour, 
Leſs free than others in my juſt Reſentment: ? 
Who unprovok'd my ſelf, do no Man Wrong, 
Zut injur'd, am as Storms implacable. 
Gar. My Lord, this ſtubborn Temper will undo you. 
Gor. Then, Sir, Alvarez will be ſatisfy'd. 
Gar. Be yet perſwaded, and compoſe this Broil. 
Car. My Reſolution's fix d; let's wave the Subject. 
Gar. Will you refuſe all Jerms of Reparation ? 
Ger. All! all! that are not from my Honour du: ! 
Gar. Dare you not truſt that Honour with your King? 
Ger, My Life's my King's! my Honour is my own. 
Car. What's then in ſhort your Anſwer ? For the King 
it on my firſt Return. 
» | Gor. Tis this; 
That I dare die, but cannot bow to Shame, 
, Gar. My Lord, I take my Leave. 
Gor. Don Garcia's Servant. [Exit Garcia. 
no fears not Death, ſmiles at the Frowns of Power. 
Enter Carlos. 
Car. My Lord, your Leave to talk with you. 
Gor. Be free. 
did expect you on this late Occaſion. 
| Car. I'm glad to find you do my Honour right, 
And hope you'll not refuſe it wrong'd Awwarec. 
Cor. He had a Sword to right himſelf. 
Car. That Sword is here. 
Cor. Tis well; the Place— and let our Time be ſhort. 
Cer. One Moment's Reſpite for Ximuya's ſake, 
de ha! not Wrong'd me, and wy Heart wou'd 1e her; 
Ve both, without a Stain to cith<r's [lor cur, 
ay pity ber Direfs, and pauſe to fave ler, 
a Var nced 1 bluſh, that 1 ſuſpend my Cauſe, 5 
NY ACE 
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Since h its Vengeance her ſure Woes are blended ;. 
Kot {cr ny ſelf, but for her tender ſake, 

] ber me to the Earth, and beg for Mercy. 

Let Het her Virtues ſuffer for her Love; 

Oy not on her Innocence the Grief. 

Of a nicurn'd Father's, or a Lover's Blood; 

O! ipare her Sighs, prevent her ſtreaming Tears ;. 
Stop this Efuſion of my bleeding Honour, 

And heal, it poſhible, its Wounds with Peace. 

Cor. What you have offer'd for Ximena's ſake, 
Will, in her Gratitude, be full repaid; 

And {or the Peace you ask, that's yours to give, 

Submit'on *tis in vain to hope, for know, 

I have this Hour refus'd it to the King. 

Thy Father's Arts betray'd my Friendſhip's Faith 3 

Il the Wiong, and, as | ought, reveng'd it. 
ee now on equal terms: but if his Cauſe 

So Cp is in thy Heart, that thou reſolv'ſt, 

With truitleſs Vengeance, to provoke my Rage, 

Fhen u, not J, art Author of thy Ruin. 

Car. Support me now, X:mena, guard my Heart, 
And bur this prefiing Provocation's Entrance. [| 4jides 

lane I, my Lord, in Perſon wrong'd vou? 

Ger. No, 

Car. Why then theſe fatal Cruelties to me, 

That 1 mutt lole, or wrong Aimena's Love? 
Fer the mult ſcorn me, ſhou'd I bear my Shame; 
Or fly me, tho' my Honour ſhou'd revenge it. 

Cen. Place chat to thy Misfortune, not to me. 

Car. Not to you? 

Am I not forc'd by Wrongs, I bluſh to name, 
Fo proſecute this fatal Reparation ? 

Which, had you lemper, or a Feeling here; 
Had you the Spirit to confeſs your Error, 
Your Heart's Confuſion had ſubdu'd Alvarez, 
Ar: tarown you at his injur'd Feet for Pardon. 

Gor. If thou com' here to talk me from my Seals, 
Or think' with Words t' extenuate his Guilt, 
'Thcu offer'ſt to the Winds thy forceleſs Plea. 

] will not bear the Mention of his Truth; 
His FallLogd's here, tis rooted in my Heart, 


o 

1 Hl 
And: 
* 2 

K * 


5 
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ind juſtifies a worſe Revenge than I have taken. 


Car. O Patience, Heav'n ! Otortur'd Rage! Not ſpeak) 


4 


| 


The pious Pangs of my torn Soul inſulted! 


| Have I for this, bow'd down my humble Knee, 
| To (well thy Trianiph o'er my Father's Wrongs, 


4nd hear him tainted with a Traytor's Practice ? 
0 give me back that vile ſubmiſhve Shame, 
That I may meet thee with retorted Scorn, 
ind right my Honour with untainted Vengeance. 
Yet no with-hold it, take it to acquit my Love 
That Sacrifice was to Mena due, 
Her helpleſs Sufferings claim'd that Pang: And ſinc: 
| cannot bring Diſhonour to her Arms, 
uus my rack'd Heart pours forth its laſt Adieus, 
and makes Libation of its bleeding Peace: 
"zrewel, dear injur'd Softneſs follow me. 

Ger. Lead on—yet hold! ſhou'd we together forth, 
t may create Suſpicion, and prevent us: 


' Propole the Place, I'll take ſome diferent Circle. 


Car. Behind the Ramparts, near the Wc/tern Gate 
Fer. Expect me on the Inſtant. 
Car. Poor Ximena / [Exit 
G:r. Deep as Reſentment lodges in my Heart, 
t feels ſome Pity there for Carlas Paſſion— 
t hall Le ſo—his brave Reſentment's juſt ; 
6h [Urrites in Tablet, 
And hard his Fate Ways —this Legacy 
& ball right my Honour and my Enemy. [ Exit, 


Enter Belzara, and Ximera. 
Bel. Look up, Ximena, and ſuppreſs thy Fears. 


What tho a 'Tranhent Cloud o'ercalt thy Joy, 
Gall we conciude from thence a Wrack mult follow 3- 


Aim. Can I reſiſt the Fears that Reaſon forms? 
Have I not Cauſe to tremble in the Storm? 
While Horror, Ruin, and Deſpair's in view? 
Can I ſupport the good 4/varcz' Shame, 
Whoſe generous Heart took Pity on our Love, 


Ard not let fall a grateful Tear to mourn it ? 
Can Thehold fierce Carlos, ſtung with his Diigrace, 


11 | Neaking like Fire from theſe weak holding Arms, 


And 
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And not ſink down with Terror at his Rage? 
Muſt I not tremble, for the Blood may follow? 
If by his Arm my hapleſs Father falls, 
Am I not forc'd with Rigour to revenge him? 
If Carlos by my Father's Sword ſhou'd bleed, 
Am I not bound with double Grief to mourn him? 
One gave me Life, ſhall I not revere him, 
The other is my Life, can I ſurvive him? 
Bel. Her Griefs have ſomething of ſuch mournful Force, 
That, tho' not equal to my own, I feel them. 
Xim. Carlos you ſee too ſhuns my Sight, no News, 
No Tydings yet arrive, tho' I have ſent 
My ſwifteſt Fears a Thouſand Ways to find him. 
Who can ſupport theſe Terrors of Suſpenſe ? 

Bel. Be not thus torn with wild uncertain Fears, 
Carius may yet arrive, and ſave your Peace: 
He is too much a Lover to reſiſt 
The tender Pleadings of X7mena's Sorrow. 
One Word, one Sigh from you arreſts his Arm, 
And makes the 'Tempeſt of his Rage ſubſide. 

Xim. And ſay that I cou'd conquer him; with Tears; 
And Terrors cou'd ſubdue his pitious Heart, 
To yield his Honour and its Cauſe te Love, 
What will the World not fay of his Compliance ? 
Can I be happy in his Fame's Diſgrace ? 
Can Love ſubſiſt on Shame, that ſprung from Honour 
Shall I reduce him to ſuch hard Contempt, 
And raiſe on Infamy our Nuptial Joy ? 
Ah no! no Means are left for my Relief 
Let him reſiſt, or yield to my Diſtreſs, 
Or Shame, or Sorrow's ſure to meet me. 

Bel. Ximena has, I ſee, a Soul rchn'd, 
Too Great, too Juſt, too Noble to be Happy : 
True Virtue muſt deſpair from this vile World 
To crown its Days with unallay'd Reward : 
But ſee, your Servant is return d! good News, 
Kind Heav'n! | 

Enter a Page 
Ain. Speak quickly, halt thou ſeen Don Carls? 
Page. Madam, where your Commands directed me, 


T've made the ſtricted Search in vain to find him, 


Ain. 
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Vn. Now, now Belzara, where's that Hope thou 
gav 'ſt me ?, 
tas no one ſeen him paſs, or heard of him? 
Bel. Nor haſt thou gain'd no Knowledge of his Steps? 
Page. As I return'd, the Centinel, that guards 
The Gate, inform'd me, that he ſaw him ſcarce 


ren Minutes hence paſs in diſorder'd Halte 


From out this very Houſe alone. 


Rel. Alone? 
Page. Alone, and after ſoon my Lord, wrapt in. 
His Cioals, without a Servant, follow'd him. 
Xim, O Heav'n'! 
Bel. No Servant, ſaid'ſt thou? 
Page. None, and as 


My Lord came forth, the Soldier ſtanding t 
His Arms, he ſign'd Forbiddance, and reply d, 
Ze ſure you ſaw me not. 


— 


Vm. Then Ruin's ſure, 
They are engag d. and fatal Blood muſt follow: 
Excuſe, my Drar, this Hurry of my Fate, 
One Moment loſt may prove an Age tos late. [Exit. 
Bel. Howe'er my own Afflictions preſs my Heart, 
Thear a Part in poor XAimena's Grief, 
Tho &en the Worſt that can befall her Hopes, 
May better be endur'd than what I feel! 
O! nothing can deſtroy her Lover's Truth, 
Carlos may prove Unhappy, not Inconſtant : 
Whate'er Diſaſters may obſtruct her Joy, 
The Comfort of his 'Truth is ſure to find her. 
That Thought ev'n Pains of Parting may remove, 
Or fill up all the Space of Abſence with Delight, 
But I, alas, am left to my Deſpair alone, 
Confin'd to ſigh in Solitude my Woes, 
Or hide with Anguiſh what I bluſh to bear. 
in vain the Woman's Pride reſents my Wrongs, 


\ Vaconquer'd Love maintains his Empire ſtill, 
And with new Force inſults my Heart's Reſiſtance. 


Enter Alonzo haſtily. 
An. Your Pardon, Madam [ave you ſeen Lord 
Gor max? 


I come to warn him that he ſlir not hence, 


The 
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The Guards are order'd to attend his Doors. 
Bel. Alas they are too late! Carlos and he 
Are both gone forth, tis fear d with fatal Purpoſe; 
And poor Aimena drown'd in Tears has follow'd 'em. 
Alon. Then 'tis indeed too late, I wiſh my Friend, 
The raſh Don Sanchez, has not blown this Fire. 
Be not concern'd, Madam, I know your Griefs, 
And as a Friend, have labour'd to prevent 'em. 
You have not told Ximena of his Falſhood ? 
Bel. Alas! I durſt not; knowing that her Friendſhip 
Wou'd for my ſake ſo coldly treat his Vows, 
That *twou'd bat more provoke him to inſult me. 
ALn. You judge him right, Patience will yet recall him, 
"Tis not his Love, but Prides purſues X:mena, 
A youtiiful Heat, that with the Toil will tire: 
Be comfortec. I'll ſtill obſerve his Steps, 
And when I find him ftaggering, catch him back 
To Love, and warm him with his Vows of Honour 
But Duty calls me to the xing Shall ! 
Attend you, Madam ? 
Bel. Sir; I thank your Care, 
My near Concern for poor Ximena's Fate, 
Keeps me impatient here, till her Return. [ Exeunr. 
Enter King, Garcia. Sanchez, Attendants. 
King. Since mild Intreaties fail, our Power ſhal! 
torce him ; 
Cou'd he ſappoſe. his Inſult to our Perſon cfter'd, 
H.s Outrage dene wichin our Parse Walls, 
Deſerv'd the Lenity we've deign'd to lic him? 
Is yet Alivge with our Orders gone? 
Gar. He is, my Lord, but not return d. 
D. San. Dread Sir. 
For what the Count has offer'd to A/varee, 
I dare not plead Excuſe; but as his Friend, 
Wou'd beg your Royal Leave to mitigate 
His ſeeming Diſobedience to your Plcature. 
Reſtraint, however Juſt, oppos'd againit 
The Tyde of Paſſion, makes the Current fiercer, 
Which of it ſelf in time had ebb'd to Reaſon; 
Your Will ſurpriz'd him in his Heart's Emotion, 


Eie Thought had Leiſure to compoſe his Mind z. 


Greas 


2 
— 
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Great Sculs are jenlous of their FHonour's Shame, 
dad bend reluctant to enjoin'd Submiſſion: 

Pad your Commands o lig'd him to repair 
rares Wrorgs win Hazards in your Service, 
Vere it to face the double number'd Foe, 

To pas ene 11p1d Stream thro” Showers of Fire, 

To force the Trenchment, or to ſtorm the Breach, 
Ell anſver he'd embrace with Joy the Charge, 
And march intrepid in Commands of Honour. 


_— * 


— 


27 


Kirr. We deubt not of his Daring in the Field; 


Put he miltultes, it he concludes from thence, 
That to perſiit in Wrong, is Height of Spirit, 
Or to nave acted Wrong. is always bale: 

' Perfection's not tne Attribute of Man, 

Kor thereiore can a Fault confeſt degrade him: 
The loweſt \linds Lave Spirit to offend, 

Bir ſew can reach the Courage to confels it. 
dubmitting to Gur ill, the Count had loſt 

No Fame, nor can we pardon his Refuſal: 


„ 


iat vou have laid, Don Sanchez, ſpeaks the Friend; 


Maat we relelze, "tis fit ſhou'd ſpeak the King: 
We both have ſaid enougn— The Publick now 
Requires our 1 hought: We are inform'd Ten Sail 
Ot warlike Vellels, Man'd with our old Foes 

The Moors, were late difcever'd off our Coaſt, 

and ſteering to the River's-N ſouth their Courſe. 


Gar. The Lives, Sir, they have loſt in like Attempts 


Mult make them cautious to repeat the Danger; 
This is no Lime to tear them. 
King. Nor contemn ; 
Too full Security has oft been fatal, 
| Conſider with what Eaſe the Flood at Night, 
May bring them down t'inſult our Capital: 
Let at the Port. and on the Walls our Guards 
be doubl'd ; till the Morn, that Force may ſerve ; 
Crmaz has tim'd it ill to be in Fault, 
| When his immediate Preſence is requir'd. 
Car. My Liege, Alonzo is return'd. 
Enter Alonzo. 
King. Tis well! | 
„ | Haye you obey'd us, is the Count confin'd ? 


Aion. 
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Alon. Your Orders, Sir, arriv'd unhappily 
Too late, the Count with Carlos, was before 
Gone forth, to end their fatal Difference; 
As I came back, I met the gathering Croud 
In Fright, and hurrying to the Weltern Gate, 
To ſee, as they reported, in the Field 
The Body of ſome murther'd Nobleman. 
Struck with my Fears, I haſted to the Place, 
Where to my Senſe's Horror, when arriv'd, 
I found them true, and Gormar juſt expir'd ; 
While fair X:mena, to adorn the Woe, 
Bath'd his pale breathleſs Body with her Tears, 
Calling with Cries for Juſtice on his Head, 
Whoſe rueful Hand had done the barb'rous Deed: 
The pitying Crowd took Part in her Diſtreſe, 
And join'd her moving Plaints for due Revenge; 
While ſome in kinder Feeling of her Griefs, 
Remov'd the mournful Object from her Eyes, 
And to the Neighbouring Convent bore the Body, 
Which when committed to the Abbot's Care, 
I left the preſſing Throng to tell the News. 
King. Ximena's Griefs are follow'd with our own, 
For tho' in ſome Degree the haughty Count 
Drew on himſelf the Son's too juſt Revenge, 
We cannot loſe without a deep Concern 
So true a Subject. and ſo brave a Soldier: 
However Pity may for Car/os plead, 
Death ends his Failings, and demands our Grief. 
Alon. Sir, here in the Tablets of th' unhappy Count, 
In his own Hand theſe written Lines were found. 
ing. Alvarez wrong'd me in my Maſter's Favour, 
* Car/:5is brave, and has deſerv'd Ximena. [ Reading. 
Strange, generous Spirit, naw we pity thee. 
Alon. Bcehold, Sir, where the loit X:mena comes, 
O'erwhelm'd with Sorrow, to demand your Juſtice. 
Enter Ximena. 
Xim. O Sacred Sir ! forgive my Grief's Intruſion, 
Behold a helpleſs Orphan at your Feet, 
Who for a Father's Blood implores your Juſtice. 
Enter Alvarez, haſtily. 


Alv. O! turn, dread Royal Maſter, turn your 2 


" 1 


ef, 
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de on the Earth your faithful Soldier proſtrate, 
' Whoſe Honour's juſt Revenge intreats your Mercy. 
Vim. O godlike Monarch, hear my louder Cries! 
| Av. O be not to the Old and Helpleſs deaf 
Vim. Revenge your ſelf, your violated Laws. 
| flv. Support not Violence in rude Aggreſſors. 
' Kim. De greatly Good, and do the Injur'd Juſtice. 
Av. Be greater till, and ſhew the Valiant Mercy. 
Vn. O Sir, your Crown's Support and Guard is 
one; 
The 3 Carli“ Sword has kill'd my Father. 
flv. And like a pious Sen aveng'd his own. 
King. Rite, fair Nimena, and Alvarez riſe! 
With equal Sorrow we receive your Plaints, 
Joth ſhall be heard apart proceed Aimena : 
| krarez in your Place you ſpeal;, be patient. 
Ain. What can I ſay? But Mileries like mine 
May plead with plaineſt Truths their pitious Cauſg, 
z he not dead? Is not my Father kill'd ? 
Have not theſe Eyes beheld his ghaſtly Wourd, 
And mixt with fruitleſs Tears his ſtreaming Blood? 
' That Blood which in his Royal Maſter's Cauſe 
do oſt has ſprung him thro' your Foes victorious ? 
That Blood, which all the raging Swords of War 
'Cou'd never reach, a young preſumptuous Arm, 
Has dar'd within your View to ſacrifice ! 
| Theſe Eyes beheld it ſtream Excuſe my Grief, 
My Tears will better than my Words explain me. 
King. Take Heart, Ximena, we're inclin'd to hear thee. 
Vn. O ſhall a Life fo faithful to the King 
Fall unreveng'd, and ſtain his Glory? 
Stall Merit ſo important to the State 
le leſt expos'd to ſacrilegious Rage, 
And fall the Sacrifice of private Paſſion ? 
; Akrarez fays his Honour was inſulted ; 
Yet, be it ſo, was there no King to right it ? 
| Who better cou'd protect it than the Donor ? 
Shall Carlos wreſt the Scepter from your Hand, 
ani point the Sword of Juſtice whom to punifh ? 
Ol if ſuch Outrage may eſcape with Pardon, 
| Whoſe Life's ſecure from his ſelf-judging Rage? 


; 


| 
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© where's Protection, if Nimera's Tears, our Cl 
And tender Pathon cou'd not fave her Father ? Took 1 

Kino. Alvarez, aniwer her. Thy K 

Alu. My Heart's too full: Aar. 
Divided, torn, diſtracted with its Grief, * Ca 
Hew can | plead poor Cars) Canie, when I gauche 
Am :cucht with Pity of Azmera's Wee? non 


Her {u.tering Piety has caught my Soul, 
And only leaves me Sorrow to defend me; 
Ximena has a Grief | cannot diſallow. 

Nor date I hope for Pardon, but your Pity 
Carles even yet may merit ſome Compaiuon. 
Perhaps I'm partial to his Ficty, 

And fee his Deeds with a fond Father's Eye; 
Eut that I ftill mult leave to Royal Mercy 
O Sir, imagine what the Brave endure, ps 
When the chaite Front of Honour is inſulted, 

Her Fame abus'd, and raviſh'd by a Blu. 

Oh piercing, piercing mult the Jorture be, 

If ſoſt Nimena wanted Pewer d'appeaſe it. 


Pardon this Weakneſs of o'erflowing Nature, 80 
I cannot ſee ſuch filial Virtue periih, 2 
And not let fall a Tear to mourn its Hardſhip, 


Aim. O my divided Heart! oh voor 4/carex ! 25 
22 Ta 

King. Compole thy Griefs, my good old Friend, we That 
feel them. 1 hy 
Alu. If Crna Blood mult be with Blood revengd, 1 


O do not, Sacred Sir, miſplace your Juſtice, The 
Mine was the Guilt, and be on me the Vengeance, Con 
Carlos but acted what my Sufterings prompted, in \ 
The fatal Sword was not his own, but mine, His 
I gave it with my Wrongs into his Hand, 

Which had been innocent had mine been able. Car 
On me your Vengeance will be juſt and mild ! Th 
My Davs alas are drawing to their End, let 
But Carls ſpar d, may yet live long to ſerve yous | | WI 
Preſerve my Son, and I embrace my Fate. + C 
Since he bas ſav'd my Honour from the Grave, | im 
O lay me gently there to reſt for ever. 1 


King. Your mutual Plaints require our tend'reſt lle 
Thought, Our 
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Our Counſel Mill be fummon'd to aſſiſt us 
look up, my Fair, and calm thy Sorrows, 
Thy King is nov the Fatner, and will right thee: 
Juarez on his Word has Liberty: 

e Carlos tound to antwer to his Charge. 

berchex, Wait vou Nimera to her Ref, 

Whom on the XIorrow's Noon we full will anſwer. 


Hard is the Tat of F uſfttce, ar Here Dir 477 
Fxcites our Mercy, jet demands Redre J. 


Excunt. 
The End of the Third ACT. 


ACT the Fourth. 


e alone: In Ximena's Apartment. 


UR E ſome illbolding Plane: muſt preſide 
Malignant to the Peace of tender Lovers! 
„ | Undone Xen O relentleſs Honour! 
„ That firit ſubdu'd thy generous Heart, then rais d 
Thy Lover's fatal Arm to pierce it through 
1, Thy Father's Life, and make thy Virtue wretched : 
The hapleis Carlis too is loſt for ever! 
Condemn'd to fly an Exile from her Sight, 
ln whom he only lives! Oh Heav'n ! he's here, 
His Miſerics have made him deſperate 
Enter Car! 05. 
Carlos, What wild DilraRion has polteſt tizee 
That thus thou ſeek'it ty Saf.cy in thy Ruin? 
I this a Place to hide thy wretched Head, 
| Where Juſtice, and Ximena's ure to find thee? 
Car. I wou'd not hide me from X7mena's Sight, 
daniſht from her, I every Aloment die: 
vince J mult periſh, let her Frowns deſtroy me, 
et Ker Anger's ſharper than the Sword of jullice. PP 
us 1 65% 
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Bel. Alas, I pity thee, but would not have He! 
Thee tempt the firit Emotions of her Heart, What 
While Duty, and Reſentment yet traniport her: | Wha 
T wait each Moment her Return from Court, That 
Which now, be fure, will be with Friends attended; Sanc! 
O fy, for Pity's ſake, regard her Fame; His ! 
Shou'd you be ſeen, what muſt the World conclude? Fort 
Wou'd you increaſe her Mileries, to have let l 
Malicious Tongues report her Love conceal'd Appl 
Beneath her Roof, her Father's Murtherer ? | Att 
zut fee, ſhe comes O hide thee bur a Mloment! Jet! 


Fill not her Honour too, let that perſuade thee. D. 
[Exit Carlos, Ne 

Don Sanchez here! Oh Heavens ! how I tremble, | Mad 
[ Retire, |To\ 


Fnter Sanchez and Ximena. A. 

D. San. This noble Conqueit, Madam, of your Lore, 10 l 
To After-Ages mult Record your Fame. D 
Juil is your Grief, and vour Reſentment great, Wa 
And great the Victim that ſhou'd fall before it; x 
But Words are empty Succours to Diſtreſs; And 
Therefore command my Actions to relieve you. 0b 
Wou'd you have ſure Revenge, employ this Sword; Vee 
My Fortune, and my Life is yours to right you; Het 
Accept my Service, and you over-pay it. Has 


Bil. O faithle's, barb'rous Man ! but I'll divert | be 
Thy cruel Aim, and uſe my Power for Carlos. [ Apart. | FF 
Vm. O miterable me! | 
Bel. Take Comfort, Madam. | His 
D. Sar. Be/zara here) then I have loſt th' Occaſion. | Ane 

| [ Afide. | ® 
Yet 1 may urge enough to give her Pain: | Arc 
Command g me, you make your Vengeance ſure. EA 
Xim. That were Loffend the King, to wiom [ have Ho 
Appcal'd, and whence I now muſt only wait it. 
D. San. Revenge from Juſtice, Madam, moves ſo flow, | Sl 


That oft the watchful Criminal eſcapes it. — 
Appeal to your Reſentment, you ſecure it. n 
Cars, you found, wou'd truſt no other Power, 


And 'tis but juit you quit him, as he wrong'd you. 


Bel. Alas! Don Sanchez, Madam, feels not Loves No 
E 
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' He little thinks how Ca fills your Heart; 

' What ſhining Glory in his Crime appears; 

| What Pang: it colt hit to take part wich Honour: 
That you muſt hate the Hand that could deſtroy him. 
darchex, to ſhew the real Friend, wou.d uſe 
His ſecret Int'reit with the King to ſpare him; 
for tho you're bound in Duty to puriue him, 

| Yet Love, alas! wou'd, with a conicious Joy, 

 Applaud the Power that could unbid preſerve him. 
Vn. O kind Be/zara! how chou feel'ſt my Sufferings ! 
Yet I muſt think, Don Sanchez means me well. 

ee D. San. Contulion! how her ſubtle Tongue has foil'd 


ge [ Afrde. 
ble. | Madam, ſome other Time [ll beg your Leave 
74, | To wait your Service, and approve my Friendſhip. 
Vin. Oh! every Friend, but Carlos, is at Hand 
we, | To help me! Grief, Sir, is unfit to thank you. 
D. San. Oh! if ſuch Beauties 'midit her Sorrows ſhine, 
| What darting Charms mull point her imiling Eyes ![ Exit, 
Xim. At length I'm free, at Liberty to think, 
and give my Rliſeries a Looſe of Sorrow. 
0 Beizara! Carlos has killd my Father! 
' Veep! weep my yes, pour down your baleful Show'rs. 
' He that in Griet thou'd be my Heart's Support, 
Has wrought my Sorrows, and mult fall their Victim. 
vert Wen Carls is defiroy'd, what Comfort's left me? 
*. | Fe of my Wrong: ke ſtill inhabits here: 
O fill his fatal Virtues plead his Cauſe ; 
His filial Honour charms my Woman's Heart, 
ion. And there ev'n yet he combats with my Father. 
kde, | Fel. Relſtrain theſe headſtrong Sallies of your Heart, 
And try with Slumbers to compoſe your Spirits. 
Aim. O] where's R. poie for Miſery like mine? 
ave | How grievous, Heav'n! how bitter is my Portion! 
O ſha l a Parent's Blood cry Unreveng'd ? 
ow, | Shall impious Love ſubcrn my Heart to pay 
His Aſhes but unprohtable Tears, 
And bury in my Shame the great Regards of Duty ? 
Bel Alas! that Duty is diicharg'd; you have 
Appeal'd to Juitice, and ſhou'd wait its Courſe. 
vr are you bound with Rigour to enforce it; 
e is 


2 
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His hard Misfortunes may deſerve Compaſſion. 
Xim. O] that they do deſerve, it is my Grief; 
Cou'd i withdraw my Pity from his Cauſe, 
Were Falſhood, Pride, or Inſolence his Crime, 
My juſt Revenge, without a Pang, ſhou'd reach him: 
But as he is ſupported with Excule, 
Defended by the Cries of bleeding Honour, 
Whoſe cruel Laws none but the Great obey ; 
My hopeleſs Heart is tortur'd with Extreams, 
Jt mourns in Vengeance, and at Mercy ſhudders. 
Bel. O what will be at laſt the dire Reſolve 
Of your afflicted Soul? 
Aim. I here is but one 
Can end my Sorrows. and preſerve my Fame; 
The hee Reſource, my Miſeries can have, 
Hs to purjue, arjlroy; then meet him in the Grave. 
| | Going, 
Carlos ect, hey. 
Amazement, Horror! have my Eyes their Sen{e? 
Or do my raving Griefs create this Phantom? 
Support me! help me! hide me from the Viſion! 
For tis not Carlos come to brave my Sorrows. 


[Carlos Keel. 


B.] O turn your Eye, in pity of his Greets, 
Reſign'd, and proſtrate at your Feet for Mercy. 
Xim. What will my Woes do with me? 
Bel. Now! 
Now conqu'ring Love ſhoot all thy Fires to ſave him; 
Now ſnatch the Palm from cruel Honour's Brow; 
Maintain thy Empire, and relieve the Wretched: 
O hang upon his Tongue thy thrilling Charms, 
£9 hold her Heart, and kill the Hopes of Sanchex. 


Exit. 


Car. O pierce not thus, with thy offended Eyes, 
The wretched Heart that of it felt is breaking. 

i Can I be wounded, and not ſhrink with Pain? 
Can I ſupport, with I'emper, him that ſhed 
My Father's Blood, triumphant in my Ruin? 
O Carlos] Carlos] was thy Heart of Stone? 
Was nothing due to poor Xintena's Peace ? 

O! was not thus I felt new Pains for thee, 


When, 
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When at my Feet, thy Sighs of Love were pity d, 

And all hereditary Hate forgotten 

Tho' bound in filial Honour, to inſult 

Thy Flame; I broke thro? all to crown thy Vows, 

uud bore the Cenſure of my Race to ſave thee: 

ind am I thus requited ? lett forlorn ? 

The tender Paſſion of my Heart deſpis'd ! 

(ou'd not my Terrors move one Spark of Mercy? 

No mild Abatement of thy ſtern Revenge, 

T' excuſe thy Crime, or juſtify my Love? 

Car. O hear me but a Moment. 

V. O my Heart! 

Car. One mournful Word! 

Ain. Ah! leave me to Deſpair! 

| Car. One dying laſt Adieu, then wreak thy Ven- 

| geance : 

bold the Sword that has undone thee. 

3 An. Ah! ſtained with my Father's Blood! O ue. 

Object 

| Car, O Armena ! 

Vn. Take hence that horrid Steel, 

lhat, while I bear thy Sight, arraigns my Virtue. 

| Car. Endure it rather to ſupport Reſentment, 

ei. Pinflame thy Vengeance, and to pierce thy Victim. 

m more wretched, than thy Rage can wiſh me. 

Aim. O cruel Carlos in one Day thou haſt killa 

[ie Father with thy Sword, the Daughter with 

[ty Sight—O yet remove that fatal Oject; 

ff cunot bear the Glare of its Reproach; 

[thou wou'dſt have me. hear thee, hide the Cauſe, 

tat wounds Reflection to our mutual Ruin, 

Car. Thus I obey but how ſhall I proceed? 
Words can help me to deſerve thy Hearing ? 

wean I plead my wounded Honour's Cute, 

injur d Love and Duty arc my judges? 

bow ſhall I repent me of a Crime, 

lich, uncommitted, had deterv'd thy Scorn ? 

{think not; O 1 conjure the?! tlink not, 

that I bore a thouſand Racks of Love, 

le my conflicting Honour preſs d for Vengeance. 

endur'd! ſubmitted ry. to Shame, 


J 


hen, Begg d 
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Begg'd, as for Lite, for peaceful Reparation! 
But all in vain! like Water ſprinkled on 
A Fire, thoſe Drops but made him burn the more, 
And only added to thy Father's Fierceneſs. 
Reduc'd, at laſt, to theſe Extreams of Torture, 
That I muſt be, or Infamous, or Wretched, 
I ſav'd my Honour, and reſign'd to Ruin. 

Nor think, Ximena, Honour had prevail'd, 
But that thy nobler Soul oppos'd thy Charms, 
And told my Heart, none but the Brave deſerv'd thee, 
Now having thus diſcharg'd my Honour's Debt, 
And waſh'd my injur d Father's Stains away, 
What yet remains of Life, is due to Love. 
Behold the Wretch, whoſe H onour's fatal Fame 
Is founded on the Ruin of thy Peace : 

Receive the Victim, which thy Griefs demand, 
Pre par'd to bleed, and bending to the Blow. 

Xim. O Carli, I mutt take thee at thy Word, 

But mult with equal Juſtice too diſcharge 

My Lies of Love, as fatal Bonds of Duty. 

O think rot, tho' entorc'd to theſe Extreams, 
My Heart is yet inſenſible to thee ! 

O! I rauit thank thee for thy painful Pauſe; 
The generous Shame thy tortur'd Honour bore, 
When at my Father's Feet my Suſt rings threw thee. 
Can [ preſent thee in that dear Confuſion, 

Ard not with grateful Sigl of Piry mourn thee ? 

i can lament thee, but I care not pardon; 

Tt.y Duty done, reminds me of my own; 

My filial Piety, like thine diſtreſs d, 

Compels r:e"to be miſ-rably Jutt, 

And asks wy Love a Victim to my tame: 

Yet think not Duty cou'd o'er Loc prevail, 

Et that thy nobler Soul aſſures my Heart, 


hon would'it deſpiſe the Paſſion that con'd ſave thee. 
Car. Since I mult die, let that kind Hand deſtroy me. 


Let not :he Wretch once honour'd with thy Love, 
4 iy Carlos, once thought worthy of thy Arras, 
Be dragg'd a publick Spectacle to Jultice ; 

To draw the ir-fome Pity of a Crowd, 

Who may with vulgar Reaſon call thee Cruel. 


M 
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ky Death from thee will elevate thy Vengeance, 
And ſhew, like mine, thy Duty ſcorn'd Aſſiſtance, 
Xim. Shall I then take Aſſiſtance? and from thce? 
Accept that Vengeance from thy Heart's Deſpair? 
No, Carlos, no! 
[ will not judge, like thee, my private Wrongs, 
zut to the Courſe of ſuſtice truſt my Duty, 
Which ſhall, in every Part, untainted flow. 
Unmix'd with gain'd Advantage o'er thy Love, 
And from its own pure Fountain raiſe my Glory. 
Car. O can my Death with Shame advance that Glory? 
Can I do more than periſh, to appeaie thee? 
Can my Misfortunes too have rcach'd thy Hate? 
Xim. Can Hate have part in Interviews like this? 
Nay, can I give thee greater rcut of Love. 
Than that I truſt my Vengeance with ty Honour? 
Art not thou now within my Power to fene: 
Yet I'll releaſe thee, Cars, on thy Word; 
Give me thy Word, that on the morrow Noon, 
Before the King in Perion thou wilt en{wer, 
And take the Shelter of the Night to leave me. 
Car. O! thou hait found the Way to fix my Ruine! 
It muſt be fo, thou ſhalt have ample Vengeance, 
Purſu'd by thee, my Lite's nct worth the ſaving; 
But then that ſata] Honour, my Engagement, 
That at the Hour propos'd, Wy et my rate 
But muſt we part, Ximena, like ſworn Foes ? 
Has Love no Senſe of all its periil''d Hopes? 
Diſmiſs my Mileries, at least. with Pity : 
May I not breathe upon this injur'd Boſom 
One parting Sig, to eaſe my wounded Soul, 
And looſe the Anguith of a broken Lect? 
Xim. Support me, Heaven 
Morrow. 
Car. To Morrow we muſt meet, like Enemies, 
Thy piercing Eyes, relew cis in Rerenge, 
And all the Softneſs of thy Heart fog aten; 
This only Moment is our Life of Love. 
O take not from this little Interval, 
The poor expiring Comfort that is left me. 


2 (1m. averps, 
My 


we meet again to 
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My Heart's confounded with thy ſoft Compaſſion, 
And doats upon the Virtue that deſtroys me. 

Xin. O! I ſhall have the Start of thee in Woe; 
Thou can'it but fall for her thou lov'it ; but what 
Nluſt ſhe endure that loves thee 
Yet, Car los, take this Comfort in thy Fate, 

That if the Hand of Juſtice ſhou'd o'ertake thee, 
Thy mournful Urn ſhall hold Xzmena's Aſhes. 

Car. O Miracle of Love 

Vm. O mortal Sorrow |! 

But haite, O leave me while my Heart's relolv'd, 
Fly, fly me, Carlos, leit thou tainc my Fame; 
Leſt in chis ebbing Rigour of my Soul 

I tell thee, tho' I prolecute thy Fate, 

My ſecret Wiſh is, that my Cauſe may fail me. 

Car. O Spirit of Compaſſion! O Ximena ' 

What Pangs and Ruine have our Parents coſt us ! 

Farexwel, thow Treaſure of my Scul, O flay! 

Take not at ance my ſhort lid Vers array. 

While thus I fix me on thy mournful Eyes, 

Let my Diſirefjes to Extreams ariſe. 

Thy Vifim's naw ſecure; for thus to part, 

1 /ate thy Vengeance avith a broken Heart. [Exeunt. 
Enter Alvarez with Noblemen, Officers, and others. 

1/7. NY. Theſe few, my Lord, are on my Part engag'd, 
In hal! an Hour Don Henrique de Las Torres, 

With Sixty more, will wait upon your Cauſe, 
Refolv'd, and ready, all lice us, to right you: 
Since the juit Quarrel of your Hou:e muſt live, 
Since the brave Blood of Car/:; is purſu'd, 

Ihe Race of Gormaz ſhall attend his Aſhes. 

Aiv. My Lord, this Mark ot your exalted Honour 
Will bind me ever grateful io your Friendſhip; 

Tho' I ſtill hope the Mercy of the King 

Will ſpare the Criminal, wheſe Guilt is Honour. 
The Service 1 have done the State has found 

A beunteous Matter always to reward it; 

Nor am l vet ſo wedded to my Reſt, 

But that I ſtill can, on Occafion, break it. 

The Mors are anchor'd now within tae River, 


And, as 1': told, near Landing to inſult usx—— 
Where 


and deſtroys thee? 


ö 


| 


t. 
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Wherctore ! * Seetal vou at this Time, 
o ve m- ene Gange, the Publick. 
Since Chance Na. ned us 0 10 brave 4 Body. 


Let us not pat in our Honour; 
Let's lei- wins gle ecation of th' Alarm, 
Let's Cai thete 1ooucrs in our King's Defence, 
And bravely iner, nut demand his Mercy. 
. Neb. Alvarez may command us, who is ſtill 
Himielt, and owns no Cauie uninix'd with Honour. 
Av. How ow! the News. [Euter a Servant, 2 7 
ſult enter d, and alone! eoh:;/pers Alvarez. 
0 Hear'n, my Prayers are heard! my noble Friends, 
Something to our preient Purpoie has occur d; 
Let me intreat you, forward to the Garden, 
Where you will find a trebie Number of 
Our Forces aſſembl'd on the like Occaſion ; 
My felf will in a Moment bring you News, 
That will confirm and animate var Hupes. | Exeant Net, 
Enter Carlos. 
My Carlos O do I live once more tembrace thee, 
Prop of my Age, and Guardian of my Fame ! 


Nor think, my Champion, that my Joy's thus wild, 


For that thou only haſt reveng'd my Honour, 
(Tho that's a Thought might bleſs me in the Grave) 


Neo, no, my Son, for thee am I tranſported; 
| Alas! I am too ſenſible wiat Pains 
Thy Heart muſt feel from Anguiſm of thy Love; 


And had I not new Hopes that will iupport thee, 
deme preſent Proipect of thy Pain's Relief, 
My Senſe ot thy Aflictions would deltroy me. 
Car Wat nieans this kind Compailion of ny Gricts5 


| 1s there, on Earth, a Cure for Woes like ming? 


O, Sir, you are ſo tenderly a Father, 

d good, I can't repent me of my Duty: 
not however jealous of my Fame, 

Hyet I mix your Tranſports with a Sigh, 

For ruin'd Love, and for the loſt Ximena : 


{For ſince I drag, with my Deſpair, my Chain; 
| Her fated Vengeance only can relieve me. 


A.. No more depreſs thy Spirit with Deſpair, 
Vhile Glory and thy Country's Cauſe ſhou'd wake it; 
I 3- Tis 


40 The HEROIC& DAUGuTER. 


The Moors not yet expected, are arriv'd, 
The Tyde and tilent Darkneſs of the Night 
Land, in an Hour. their Forces at our Gates: 
The Court's diſmay'd, the People in Alarm, 
And loud Confuſion fills the frighted Town. 
But Fortune ere this publick Danger reach'd us, 
Had rais'd Five Hundred Friends, the Foes of Gormax, 
W hoſe Swords reſolve to vindicate thy Vengeance, 
And here without expect thee at their Head. 
Forward, my Son, their Numbers ſoon will ſwell, 
Suſta in the Brunt and Fury of the Foe. 
And if thy Life's ſo painful to be born, 
Lay it at leait with Honour in the Duſt. 
Caſt it not fruitleſs from thee ; let thy Kin 
Firſt know its Value, ere his Laws demand it; 
But Time's too precious to be talk'd away. 
Advance, my Son, and let thy Maſter ſee, 
What he has {oft in Gormaz, is redeem'd in thes, 
Car. Aclenting Heav'n at laſt has tound the Means 
To end my Miſeries with guiltleſs Honour. 
Why ſhou'd I live a Burden to my ſelf, 
A Trouble to my Friends, a Terror to Ximena? 
Not all the Force of Mercy, or of Merit, 
Can waſh a Father's Blood from ker Remembrance, 
Or reconcile the Horror to her Love. 
Yet I' not think her Duty ſo ſevere, 
But that to ſee me fall my Country's Victim 
Wou'd pleaſe her Pailion, tho' it ſhock'd her Vengeance: 
It muſt be o dying with Honour I 
Diſcharge the Son, the Subject. and the Lover: 
O! when is mangled Body ſhall be found 
A bare and undiſtinguiſh'd Carcaſs midſt the Slain, 
Will ſhe not weep in pity of my Wounds, | 
And own her Wrongs have ample Expiation ? 


Her Duty then may, with a ſecret Tear, FF 
Confe/s her Vengeance great, and glorious my Deſpaire 


The End of the Fourth ACT. 


act 
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ETD DHU 
A E T the Fifth. 


Belzara alone. 


Bil. V Iftorious Carlos, now reſume thy Hopes, 
Demand thy Life, and filence thy Xi/mena. 
Hard were thy Fate indeed, if the alone 
Should be the Ear to Triumphs nobly purchas'd. 
But ſee, ſhe comes, with mournful Pomp of Woe, 
To proſecute this Darling of the People, 
damp, with ill tim'd Griefs, the publick Joy, 


Enter Ximena in Mourning, attended. 

Yimena! Oh! I more than ever now 
Deplore che hard Afflictions that purſue thee ; 
While thy whole native Country is in Joy, 
Art thou the only Object of Delpair ? 
I this a Time to proſecute thy Cauſe, 
When publick Gratitude is bound t oppoſe thee ? 
When on the Head of Carlos, which thy Gries 
Demand, Fortune has pour'd Procection down; 
The Moors repuls d, his Country vd from Rapine, 
His menac'd King confirm'd upon his 'Throne, 
From every Heart but thine, will find a Voice 
To lift his echo'd Praiſes to the Heav'ns. 

Ximena. Is't poſſible? Are all theſe Wonders true ?, 
Am I the only Mark of his VIiſdoing? 
Cou'd then his fatal Sword tran'ipierce my Father; 
Yet fave a Nation to defeat my Vengeance? 
Still as I paſs, the publick Voice extols 
His glorious Deeds, regardleſs of my Wrongs ; 
The Eye of Pity, that but Yeſternight 
Let fall a Tear in feeling of my Cauſe, 
Now turns away, retracting its Compaſſion, . 
And ſpeaks the general Grudge at my Complaining. "if 
But there's a King, whoſe ſacred Word's his Law; _ i 

D 4 Sup- vu 
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Supported by that Hope, I ſtill mult on, 
mew ** by him rejected, can be ſilent. 

J. Your Duty ſhou'd recede, when publick 
Muſt ſuffer in the Life your Cauſe 3 . 

Air. But can it be? Was it to Cara Sword 

The Nation thus tranſported owes its Safety ? 
O let me taſte the Pleaſure, and the Pain! 
Tell me, Belgara, tell me all his Glory, 

O! let me Surteit on the guilty Joy, 
Delight my Paſſen, and torment my Virtue, 

Sed. Aleuxs, who was preſent will a form us. 

Enter Alonzo. 
Alunze, if your Buſineſs will permit. 

Jan. Une Abbot, at whoſe Houſe Count Gormax lies, 
Las ſent in haſte to ſpeak with me, I gueſs, | 
fi the Order of his Funeral. [ Apart to Belz, 

Bel. Spare us at leaſt a Moment from th' Occaſion, 
Kina has not yet been fully told 
The Action of our late Deliverance; 

The Fame of Carlos may compoſe her Sorrows. 

Alon. Permit the Action then to praiſe it ſelf; | 
Late in the Night, at Lord A4/varez' Houſe, 

Five Hundred Friends were gather'd in his Cauſe, 

1 oppoie the Vengeance, that purſu'd his Son; 

Bu: in the common Danger, brave Alvarez, 

With valiant Cases at their Head, prefer d 

The publick Safety to their private Honour, 

And march'd with Swords determin'd 'gainſt the Moors, 
his brave Example, ere they reach'd the Harbour, 
Increas'd their Numbers to Three Thouſand ſtrong. 

Bel. Were the Moors landed ere you reach'd the Port? 

Alon. Not till ſome Hours after; when we arriv'd, 
Our Troops were form'd, Ximena was the Word, 
And Carlos foremoſt, to confront the Foe. 

The Moors not yet in view, he order'd firſt 
Two Thirds of our divided Force to lie 
Conceal'd i'th Hatches ot our Ships in Harbour; 
The reit, whoſe Numbers every Moment ſwell'd, 
Halted with Carlos, on the Shore, impatient, 
And filent on their Arms repoſing, paſs'd 

The ſtill remainder of the waſting Night. 


* 
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At length the Brightneſs of the Moon preſents 

Near '['wenty Sail approaching with the Tyde; 
Our Order ſtill obſerv'd, we let them paſs; 

Nor at the Port, or Walls, a Man was ſeen. 

This Deadneſs of our Silence wings their Hopes 

To ſeize th' Occation, and {urprize us fleeping, 
And now they diſembark, and meet their Fate. 
For at the Inſtant they were half on Shore, 

Uproſe the Numbers in our Ships conceal'd, 

And to the vaulted Heaven thunder'd their Huzza's, - 
Which Carlos echo'd from his Force on Shore: 

At this, amaz d Confuſion ieiz'd their Troops, 

And ere their Chieſs cou'd form them to reſiſt, 

We preſs'd them on the Water, drove them on 

The Land, then fir'd their Ships to ſtop their Flight: 
Howe'er at length their Leaders bravely rallying, 
Recover'd them to Order, and a while 

duſtain'd their Courage, and oppos'd our Fury : 

But, when their burning Ships began to flame, 

The dreadful Blaze preſenting to their View 


(For oh he fought, as if to die were Victory) 

Their fruitleſs Courage then refign'd their Hopes ; 

And now their wounded King, deſpairing. call d 

Mond, and hail'd our General to ſurrender, 

Whom Carlos an wering receiv'd his Priſoner 

At this, the reſt had on Submitton Quarter, 

Our Trumpets ſound, and Shouts proclaim our Victory 
While Carli bore his Captive to his Father, 

Whoſe Heart tranſported at the Royal Prize, 

Dropt Tears of Joy, and to the King convey'd him, 
Where now he's pleading for lis Son's Diſtreſs, 
ind asks but Mercy tor his glorious Iriumph. [ Exit. 
Th' Oppreſlion's greater tian my Soul can bear 

O wounding Virtue! O my tortur'd Heart! 

Art only tnou to: bidden to applaud him? 

Cannot a Nation (ay d avpemie thay Vengeance? 


Why ! why i {caven, are his Deeds ſo gloriors, 
And only fac ne Heart that loves him? 
Bel. Com nend, tay Diſorder, ſce, 


Dc: 'The 


Their ſlaughter d Heaps that fell where Car/z; fought, . 


Vn. Too much! it is too much, relentleſs Heaven 
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The King approaches, ſmiling on Alvarez, 
Whoie Heart o'erflowing guſhes at his Eyes, 
And ſpeaks his Plea too ſtrong for thy Complaint. 

ys Os ſleep, my Love, and Virtue arm Yoppoſy 

im. 
Let me look backward on his fatal Honour, 
Survey this mournful Pomp of his Renown, 
Theſe woeful Trophies of his conquer'd Love, 
That thro' my Father's Life purſu'd his Fame, 
And made me in his Nuptiz| Hopes an Orphan: 
O broken Spirit! would'it thou ſpare him now, 
Think on thy Father's Blocd ! exert the Daughter, 
Suppreſs thy Paſſion, and demand thy Victim! 
Enter King, Alvarez, Sanchez, &c. 

King. Diſmiſs thy Fears, my Friend, and Man thy Heart, 
For while his Actions are above Reward, 
Mercy's of Courſe included in the Debt. 
Our ableſt Bounty's Bankrupt to his Merit. 
Our Subjects reſcu'd f:om ſo kerce a Foe, 
The Moors defeated, ere the rude Alarm 
Allow'd us Time to order our Defence, 
Our Crown protected, and our Scepter fixt, 
Are Actions that ſecure Acknowledgment. 

Atv. My Tears, Sir, better than my Words will thank 

you. 


Enter Garcia. | 
Gar. Don Carlos, Sir, without, attends your Pleaſure, 
And comes ſurrender'd as his Word engag'd, 
To anſwer the Appeal of fair Ximena. 
King. Attend him to our Preſence. 
Aim. O my Heart! EE 
King. Ximena, with Compaſſion we ſhall hear thee, 
But mult not have thy Griets arraign our Juſtice ; 
If in his Judge thou find'ſt an Advocate: 
Not lefs his Virtues, than thy Wrongs will plead. _ 
Aim. O fainting Cauſe ! but thus my Griefs demand him, 
| Kneeling, 
[While the King raiſes X1imena, eater 
Alonzo, and whiſpers Alvarez. 


Atv, This Inſtant, ſay'ſt thou? Can I leave my Son? 


Alon. 


„— 
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Alon. The Matter's more important than your Stay. 


Make Haſte, my Lord. 
Av. What can thy Tranſport mean? 


Be plain. 
Ahn. We have no Time to loſe in Words, 
Away, I fay. 
Aly. Lead on, and eaſe my Wonder. [Exeurnt. 


Enter Carlos. and kneels to the King. 

King. O riſe. my Warrior, raiſe thee to my Breaſt, 
And in thy Maſter's Heart repeat thy | riumphs. 

Car, Theſe Honours, Sir, to any Senſe but mine, 
Might lift its L ranſports to Ambition's Height; 
But while Vmena's Sorrows preſs my Heart, 
Forgive me, if deſpairing of Re poſe, 
[ talte no Comfort in the Life the ſeeks; 
And urge the Iſſue of her Grief's Appeal. 

King. Ximena, tis moſt true, has loſt a Father, 
But thou halt ſav d her Couatry from its Fate, 
And the ſame Virtue that demands thy Life, 
Owes more than Pardon to the publick Weal. 

Xim. My Royal Lord, vouchſafe my Griefs a Hearing; 


| Othink not, Sir, becauſe my Spirits faint, 


That the firm Conſcience of my Duty itaggers. 

The Criminal I charge, has kill'd my Father; 

And, tho' his Valour has preſerv'd the State, 

Yet every Subject is not wrong'd like me, 

Therefore with Eaie may pardon, what they feel not: 
As he has ſav'd a Nation from its Foes, 

The Thanks that Nation owes him, are but juſt, 


And I muſt join the general Voice applaud him: 


tall the Pribute, that my Fleart can ſpare him, 
ls Tears of Pity, while my Wrongs purſue him. 
What more than Pity can thoſe Wrongs afford? 
Vhat leſs than lui ice can my Duty ask ? 

f publick Oblizacions mult be paid him, 

let every ſingle Heart give equal Share: 

Carlos has prov'd, thac mine is not ungrateful) 


{Jt muſt my Duty yield fuch Diſproportion ? 


Maſk on my Heart a Fathet's Blood be levy'd, 
and my whole Ruin pay the Publick Thanks ? 


A Blood for Blood migit be before demanded, 


--- 
> 
- 
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J. t leſs due, becauſe his Fame's grown greater ? 
Spall Virtue, that ſhou'd guard, inſult your Laws, 
Au tolerate our Paſſions to infringe em? 

If to defend the Publick, may excuſe | 

private Wrong, how is the Publick ſafe? 

flow is the Nation from a Foe preſerv'd, 

It ever+ Subject's Life is at his Mercy? 

My Duty, Sir, has ſpoken. and kneels for Judgment. 
Car. O Noble Spirit, how thou charm'|t my 

And giv'ſt my Heart a Pleaſure in my Ruin! [ Abart. 
King. Raiſe thee, Aimena, and compoſe thy Thoughts, 

As ihou to Carlos Deeds halt ſpoke impartial, 

Sotothy Virtue, that purſues him, we 

Mutt: give an equal Plaudit of our Wonder: 

But we have now our Duty to diſcharge, 

Which far from blaming, ſhall exalt thy own: 

If thy chaſte Fame, which we confeſs ſublime, 

Compels thy Duty to ſuppreſs thy Love, 

To raife yet higher then thy maichleſs Glory, 

Prefer thy Native Country to them both, 

And to the Publick Tears r:hga thy Victim: 

Where a whole People owe their Preſervation, 

Shall private Juſtice do a publick Wrong, 

And feed thy Vengeance with the general Sorrow? 
Xim. Is then my Caule the Publick's Victim? 
King. No. 

We'e yet a Hope to conquer thy Reſentment, 

And rather wou'd compole than filence it: 

For if our Arguments ſeem yet too weak 

To guard thy Virtue from the leait Reproach, 

Behold the generous Sanction that protects it, 

Read there the Pardon which thy Father gives him, 

And with his dying Hand aſſigns thy Beauties. 
Aim, My Father's Pardon! 

Ling. Read, and raiſe thy Wonder. 


Xim. (Reads) * Alvarez wrong'd me in my Maſter's 


Favour, 

Carlos is brave, and has deferv'd XNimena “ 
Car. O Soul of Honour! now lamented Victory! 
King. Now, fair Ximena, now reſume thy Peace, 

Reduce thy Vengeance to thy Father's Will, 


And: 


, 
t: 
5, 
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And ask her Vengeance from a Champion's Sword. 
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And join the Hand his Honour has forgiven. | 

Vu. All-gracious Heav'n! have my ſwoln Eyes their 

[Senſe? 

D. Sar. O tottering Hope, but I have yet a Thought, 
That will compel her Virtue to purſue him. 

Vn. Why did you ſhew me, Sir, this wounding Good- 
This Legacy, tho fit for him to leave, [neſs? 
Wou'd in his Daughter be Reproach to take; 

Honour unqueſtion'd may forgive a Foe, 

But who'll not doubt it when 1t ſpares a Lover? 
If you propos'd to mitigate my Griefs, 

You ſhou'd have hid this cruel Obligation. 

Why wou'd you fet ſuch Virtues in my View, 
And make the Father dearer than the Lover? 

King. Since with ſuch Rigour thou purſu'ſt thy Ven- 
And what we meant ſhou d pacify, provokes it, [geance, 
Attend ſubmiſſive to our laſt Reſolve: 

For ſinee thy Honour's ſo ſeverely ſtrict, 

As not to ratify thy Father's Mercy, 

We'll right at once thy Duty and thy Lover: 
Give thee the Glory of his Life purſu'd, 

And ſeal his Pardon to reward thy Virtue. 

Xim. Avert it Heav'n, that e'er my guilty Heart 
Shou'd impiouſly inſult a Father's Grave, 

And yield his Daughter to the Hand that kill'd him. 

D. San. Unnatural Thought! Madam. ſuppreſs your 
Your murder'd Father was my deareſt Friend, [ Tears, 
Permit me therefore in your finking Cauſe, 

To offer an Expedient may ſupport it. 
Ain. Whatever Right or Jultice may, I'm bound 


In Duty to purſue, and thank your Friendſhip. 


D. San. Thus then to Royal Juſtice J appeal, 
And in Ximene's Right her Advocate, 
Demand from Carls your Reverſe of Pardon. 
King. What means thy Tranſport ? 
D. San. Sir, I urge your Laws; 
And fince her Duty's torc'd to theſe Extreams, 
There's yet a Law from whence there's no Ap 
A Right, which e'en your Crown's oblig'd to grant her, pt 
The Right of Combat, which I here demand, 19 
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Car. O Sacred Sir, I caſt me at your Feet, 

And beg your Mercy wou'd relieve my Woes; 
Since her firm Duty is inflexible, 

Conſign her Victim to the braver Sword. 

Grant this Expedient to acquit my Crime, 

Or ſilence with my Arm her Heart's Reproaches: 
O nothing is ſo painful as Suſpenſe, 

This Way our Griefs are equally reliev'd, 

Her Duty's full diſcharg'd, your Juſtice crown'd, 
And Conqueſt muſt attend Superior Virtue, 

King. This barb'rous Law, which yet is unrepeal's, 
Has often againſt Right, groſs Wrongs ſupported, 
And robb'd our State of many noble Subjects; 
Nor ever was our Mercy tempted more 

T” oppole its Force, than in our Care for Carl: 
But {ince his Peace depends upon his Love, 
And cruel Love inliſts upon its Right, 
We'll truit his Virtues to the Chance of Combat, 
And let his Fate reproach, or win Aimena. 

Ain. What unforeſeen Calamities ſurround me? 

King. Ximena! now no more complain, we grant 
Thy Suit; but where's this Champion of thy Cauſe ? 
Whoſe Appetite of Honour is ſo keen, 

As to confront in Arms this laurell'd Brow, 
And dare the ſhining Terrors of his Sword ? 
D. San. Behold th' Aſſailant of this glorious Heroe, 


Your Leave, dread Sir, thus to appel him forth. [ Oracus 


Bel. Hold Heart, and ſpare me from the publick 
[Shame. [ A{de. 
D. San. Carlos, behold the Champion of X:mene, 
Behold th' Avenger of brave Gormaz' Blood, 
Who calls thee Iraytor to thy injur'd Love, 
Ungrateful to the Sighs that piticd thee, 
And proudly partial to thy Father's Falſhood : 
Theſe Crimes my Sword ſhall prove upon thy Heart, 
And to detend them dares thee to the Combat. 
Car. Open tne Lifts, and give th' Ailaiiant Room, 
There on his Life my injur'd Sword ſhail prove, 
This Arm neer drew it but in Right of Honour: 
Firſt, tor thy Slander, Sanchez, I defy thee, 
And throwing to thy Teeth the Traytor's Name, 


Wil 
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Will waſh the Imputation with thy Blood; 
And prove thy Virtue falſe as is thy Spirit: 
For not Ximena's Cauſe but Charms have fr'd thee, 
Vainly thou fteal'ſt thy Courage from her Eyes, 
And baſely Rain'ſt the Virtue that ſubdu'd her. 
D. San. O that thy Fame in Armg— 
King. Sanchez, forbear 
Tis not your Tongues muſt arbitrate your Strife, 
Let in the Liſts your Vauntings be approv'd. 
Whoſe Arm, X:mena, ſhall defend your Cauſe? 
Mn. O Force of Duty! Sir, the Arm of Sanchex. 
D. San. My Ward's my Gage. 
King. Tis well, the Liſts are ſet, — 
Let on the Morn the Combatants be cited, 
And, Felix, you be Umpire of the Field. 
Car. The Valiant, Sir, are never unprepar'd, 
0 Sir, at once relieve my Soul's Suſpenſe, 


And let this Inſtant Hour decide our Fate. 


D. San. This Moment, Sir—1 join in that with Car. 
King. Since both thus preſs it, be it now decided. 
Carlos be ready at the Trumpet's Call, 


Yeu, Felix, when the Combat's done, conduct 


The Victor to our Preſence Now, Ximona, 
4s thou art juſt or cruel in thy Duty, 
Expect the Iſſue will reward or grieve thee: 
fanchez, ſet forward — Carh:;, we allow 
Thy pitied Love a Moment with in,. 
[Ex. King and Train. 
D. San. A fruitleſs Moment that muſt prove his lai, 
(Exif. 


Car. Ximena! O permit me ere I die, 
To tell thy Heart, thy hard Unkindneſs kills me, 
Xim. Ah Carlos, can thy Plaints reproach my Du: y ? 
Nay, art thou, more than Sanchez is, in Danger? 
Car. Or thou more injur'd than thy hapleſs Father, 
Whoſe greater Heart forgave my Senſe of Honour ? 
Thou can'ſt not think I ipeak regarding Life, 
Which hopeleſs of thy Love's not worth my Care; 
But oh! it ſtrikes me with the laſt Deſpair, 
To think that lov'd Ximena's Heart had leſs 
Compaſſion than my mortal Enemy; 
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My Life had then indeed been worth Acceptance, 
Had thy relenting Throes of Pity fav'd it: 
But, as it is puriu'd to theſe Extreams, 
Thus made the Victim of ſuperflous Fame, 
And doom'd the Sacrifice of filial Rigour, 
Theſe Arms ſhall open to thy Champion's Sward, 
And glut the Vengeance, that ſupports thy Glory. 
Aim. Lalit thou no Honour, Carlos, to defend? 
[Trembling, 
Car. How can I loſe what Sanchez cannot gain? 
For where's his Honour, where there's no Reſiſtance? 
Is it for me to guard Ximena's Foe, 
Or turn outragious on the friendly Breaſt, 
Which her dilireſsfu] Charms have warm'd to right her? 
Ain. O cruel Carlos! thus to rack my Heart 
With hard Reproaches, that thou know ſt are groundleſi; 
Why doſt thou talk thus cruelly of Death, 
And give me Terrors unconceiv'd before ? 
What tho my Force of Duty has purſu'd thee, 
Haſt thou not left thy Courage to defend thee? 
O! is thy Quarrel to our Race reviy'd? | 
Cou'dſt thou to right thy Honour, kill my Father? 
And ncw rot guard it, to deſtroy An? 
Car. O keav'nlv Sound, O Joy untelt before 
Xim. O! Is my Duty then not thought compulſive? 
Can ſt thou believe I'm pleas'd while 1 purſue thee? 
Or think ſt thou I'm not pleas'd tlie King preſerv'd thee? 
And that thy Courage yet may ward my Vengeance? 
O if thou knew'it what Tran ports fill'd my Heart, 
When firſt 1 heard the Moc had fed before thee, 
Thy Love wou'd tect Confuſion for my Shame, 
And ſcarce forgive the Paſſion thou reproacheſt: 
O Cars, guard thy Life, and fave Xu, 


Car. And fave Xin O thou halt fir'd my Hean 


With animated Love, and ſav'd thy Carlos 
| [ Sound Trumpets. 

But hark the Trumpet calls me to the Liſt! 
Xim. May Heav'n's high Care, aud all its Angels 


thee. 


Car. Words wou'd but wrong my Heart, my Sword 
[ſhall ſpeak it. 
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danc hex, I come — Impatient to chaſtiſe 

Thy Love, which makes the now the Criminal; 
might have ipai'd thee, had the Rival ſlept, 

But boldly thus avow'd, thou'rt worth my Sword ——— 
'Tis faid the Lion, tho' diſtreſt for Food, 

Epying on the Turt the Huntiman ſleeping, 

Reurains his — and forbcars the Prey; 


| Fut when his rcufing Foe alarm'd and ready 
| Uplifts his javelin brandiſht to aſſail him, 


The generous Savage then erect his Crelt, 


| Grinds his ſharp Fange, and with fierce Eyes inflam'd, 


Surveys him worthy of his Rage defy'd, 

Furious uprearing raihes on tne Game, 

And crow us at once his Vengeance and his Fame. [ Exif. 
Ain. O glorious Spirit! O hard-fated Virtue! 


With what Reluctance has my. Heart purſu'd thee! 


Bel. Was ever Breait l:|1:2 mine with Woe divided? 
| fear the Dangers of the iaitaleſs Sanchez, 
And trembie more for his dread Sword's Succeſs : 


Shou'd Carls fall —W hat ſtops him from Ximena? 


down my Sighs, or ſcem to rite for her. 
im. Tell me, Belxara, was my Terror blameful ? 
Might not his Paſſion make my Heart relent, 
And feel at ſuch a Time a Pang to fave him? 
Bel. So far was your Compaſſion from a Crime, 
That 'tis tl” exalted Merit of your Duty; 
Had Carlos been a Strauger to your Heart, 
Where were the Virtue, that your Griefs purſu'd him: 
Were it no Pain to loſe him, where the Glory ? 
The Sacrifice that's great, mult firit be dear; 
The more you Love. the nobler is your Victim. 
Am. Thy partial Friendſhip ſees not ſure my Fault, 
doubt my youthful Ignorance has err'd, 
And the ſtrict Matron rigidly ſevere, 


May blame this Weakneſs of my Woman's Heart: 


But let her feel my Trial firſt, and if 
dhe blames me then, I will repent the Crime. 

[Sound Trumpet at Diſtance. 
Hark, hark, the Trumpet! O tremendous Sound! 
Belzara ! O the Combat is begun, | 


The agonizing Terror ſhakes my Soul, 
Kelp 
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Help me, ſupport me with thy friendly Comforts, 
O tell me wat my Duty owes a Parent, 
And warm my Wiſhes in his Champion's Favour 
Oh Heaven! it will not, wil: ot be! my Heart 
Rebels, and ſpite of me incline to Carhs, 
Who now again, in Sanchex, by its my Father; 
Now he attacks him, prelies, nu retreats; 
Again recovers, and reſume: hi: Fire, 
Now grows to ſtrong, ar is ac laſt triumphant! 
Bel. Reitrain thy Ingughts, collect thy Conſlaney, 
Give not thy Heart im aginary Wounds, 
Thy Virtue muit t Providence's Care. 


Xim. O guard m Heav'n—Help me to ſupport it! ak! 


[Trumpcts and Shouts, 
'Tis done, thoſe dreadful Shouts proclaim the Victor; 


If Cars conquers, still I've loſt a Father; 
And if he periſhes, then die Ximena. 
Bel. Conquer who may, no Hope ſupports Belzara. 
Enter Garcia. 
Came you, Don Garcia, from the Combat? 
Gar. Madam, 
The King, to ſhew he diſapproves the Cuſtom, 
Forbad his own Domeſticks to be preſent.[Shouts rearer; 
But I preſume 'tis done, theſe Shouts conhrm it; 
Hence from this Window we may gueſs the Victor. 
Xin. O tell me quickly, while I've Senſe to hear thee, 
Gar. O Heav'n, tis Sarchex, I ſee him with his Sword 
In Triumph preſſing thro' the Crowd his Way. 
Jin Sanchez ! thou'rt ſure deeeiv'd, O better yet 
Inform thy dazled Eyes. 
Gar. Tis certain he! 
For now he ſtops, and ſeems to warn them back ; 
The Crowd retires, I {ce him plain, and now 
He mounts the Steps that lead to this Apartment. 
Xim Then, fatal Vengeance, thou art dearly 
Now Love unbounded may o'erflow my Heart, 
And Carlos Fate without a Crime be mourn'd: 
O Sarchez, if poor Carbs told me true, 
If 'twas thy Love, not Honour fought my Cauſe, 
Thy Guilt has purchas'd with thy Sword my Scorn, 
And made thy Paſſion wretched as Ximena. 


Bl, 


rer. 
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Bel. O Heav'n ſupport her nobler Reſolution— 

But ſee, he comes to meet the Diſappointment. 

Ent 'r Den Sanchez, and lays his Sexword at Ximena's Feet. 
D. San. Madam, G!:s Sword that in your Cauſe was 

[drawn— 
Mir. Stain'd with the Blood of Carlos, kills Ximena. 
D. San. I come to mitigate yuur Griefs. 
V. vari, avoid me, wing thee from my Sight. 

0 thou naſt giren me for Revenge, Deſpair, 

Et rariſht with thy murtherous Arm my Peace, 

Ard robb'd my Wiſhes of their deare!t Object. 

D. fan. Hear me but ſpezk. 
Xin. Can't thou ſuppoſe "twill pleaſe me, 

To hear thy Pride triumphant, paint my Ruin, 

Vaunt thy vain Prowef:, and reproach my Sorrows ? 
D Sen. Tboſe Sorrow woi'd you hear my Story 
vin. Ae ze. ; 

To Regions d int, as iy Soul from Joy, 

Fly, and in gi5cirwy H. ats waite thy Life: 

Kemerl:, and pale Af:.cuon Wait thee to 


| Tay Reſt, Repole foriake thee, frightful Dreams 
Alarm thy Sleeps, and in thy waking Hours, 


May Woes like mine purſue thy Steps for ever! 
Bd. O charmin, Rage! how cordiaily ſhe hates him f 
Enter King. 
Xing. What ſtill in Tears, Ximena ? Still complaining ! 
Cannot thy Duty's full Diſcharge content thee ? 
Repin'it thou at the Act of Providence ? 
And:hin'sſt thy Cauſe ſtill wrong d in Heav'n's Decree? 
Vim. O far, Sir, from my Soul be ſuch a Thought, 
bow ſubmiſſive to high Heav'n's Appointment, 
But is Affliction impious in its Sorrow ? . 
Tho' Vengeance to a Father's Blood was due, 
k it lefs Glorious, that I priz'd the Victim? 
Has Nature loſt its Privilege to weep, 
When all that's valuable in Life is gone? 
O Carlos, Carlos! I ſhall ſoon be with thee. 
King. Are then theſe Tears for Car/as—O Ximena7 
The vanquiſht Sanchez has deceiv'd thy Gries, 
And made this Tryal of thy generous Heart, 
For know thy Carlos lives, and lives t' adore thee, Fe 
inte 
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Xim. What means my Royal Lord? 
King. Inform her, Sanchez. 
D. San. The Fortune of the Combat I had told before, 

Had, Sir, her Frigat endur'd my Speech. 

I wou'd have told you, Madam, as oblig'd 

In Honour to che conquering Sword of Carlos, 

How nobly, for ycur lake, ne ſpar'd your Champion; 

Wen cn the Earth ſuccumbent, and diiarm'd, 

I lay : Live, Sacher, ſaid the generovs Victor, 

* Tac Lite that gls Ximena's Cauſe, is oucred; 

Take back thy Sword, and at her Feet preſent 

The glorivus Trophy which her Charms have won, 

* The lalt Oblation, that Deipair can make her. 

Toucht with the noble Fullneſs ct his Heart, 

I flew to execute the grateful Charge; 

But, Madam, yeur Affright mittcok the Vicor, 

And your impatient Griets rctus'd ine Audience. 
King. Now think, AXAimera, one Moment think for 
Xim. O Love! © periecuted Heart! [Carhs. 

Inſtruct me Heaven to ſupport my Fame, 

To right my Paſſion, and revere my Father. 

D. San. And now with juſt Confuſion, Sir, I on 

In me twas guilty Love, that drew my Sword; 

But ſince th* Event has crown d a nobler Paſſion, 

I plead the Merit of that Sword's Defeat, 

Regret the Error, and intreat for Pardon. 

ing. Sanchez, thy Crime is puniſht in it ſelf. 

We late have heard of thy retracted Vows, 

Which on thy ſtrict Allegiance we enjoin 

Thy Honour, inſtantly to ratify : 

Suppreſs thy Tears, Be/zara, he ſhall right thee. 
Xim. Tis fixt, a Beam of heav'nly Light breaks forth, 

And ſhews my ruin'd Peace its laſt Reſource. 

Gar. Don Carhs, Sir, attends your Royal Pleaſure. 
King. Has he your Leave, Ximena, to approach? 
Xim. O Sir, yet hold, I dare not {ee him now. 

While my depending Juſtice was my Guard, 

I ſaw him fearleſs from Aſſaults of Love: ; 

But now my vanquiſht Vengeance dreads his Merit, 

And conſcious Duty warns me to avoid him; 

Since then my Heart's impartial to his Virtues, © 


: 
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o do not call me cruel to his Love, 

I in Reverence to a Father's Blood, 

Skou'd ſhut my Sorrows ever from his Sight ; 

For tho you raile above Mankind his Merit, 

And I confeſs it till he has kill'd my Father 
Nay, tho' I grant the Fact may plead for Mercy, 

Ye; 'twou'd in me Le impious to reward it; 

ily Eyes may mourn, but never muſt behold him more: 
Yet, ere I part, let, Sir, my humbleſt Senſe 


- | applaud your Mercy, and confeſs your Juſtice: 


Hence to ſome ſacred Cloiſter III retire, 
and dedicate my future Days to Heav'n——- 
ſis done Oland me to my peaceful Cell, 
Que Sigh for Carlos Naz wain World farewell. 
[ As Xim. is going off, 
Enter Alvarez and Alonzo. 
A. Turn. twin, X:imena, O prepare to hear 
A Story will diſtract thy Senſe with Joy, 
Drive all thy Sorrows from thy ſinking Heart, 
And crown tay Duty with triumphant Love. 
Pardon, dread Sir, this Tumult of my Soul, 
That carries in my Rudeneſs my Excuſe; 
O preſs me not to tell Particulars, 


ut let my Tidings leap at once the Bounds 
| Of your Belief, and in one Burſt of Joy 


Inform my Royal Matter, that his Crown's Support, 
My vanquiſht Friend, thy Father, Gormasx, lives; 
He lives in Health confirm'd from Mortal Danger, 
Theſe Eyes have {een him, theſe bleſt Arms embrac'd 
The Means, th' Occaſion of his Death ſuppos'd, [him. 
Wou'd ask more Words than I have Breath to utter, 
ene knows it all——O where's my Carlos ? 
King. Fly, Sanchez ! make him with this News, thy 
[Friend. 
Av. O lead me, lead me, to his Heart's Relief. 
[Exeunt. 
Aim. O Heav'n! Alvarez wou'd not ſure deceive me. 
King. Proceed, Aionzo, and impart the Whole. 
hence was his Death fo fi: mly credited, 
lud his Recovery not before reveal'd ? 
Alen. My Liege, the great Effuſion of his Blood * 
ad 
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Had ſuch Effect on his deſerted Spirits, = 
That I, who ſaw him, judg'd him quite expir'd: Tell! 
But when the Abbot, at whoſe Houte he lay, And v 
With friendly Sorrow waſht his hopeleſs Woung, ew 
His heaving Breaſt diſcover'd Life's Return; The | 
When calling ſtrait for Help, on ſtricter Search, | 

His Wound was found without a mortal Symptom: | : 
And when his Senſes had reſum'd their Function, | ' 


His fr Words ſpoke his generous Heart's Concern | 
For Carlos, and Yrimena ; when being told | 
How far her filial Vengeance had purſu'd him: 

Is't poſſible, he cry'd? Oh Heav'n! then wept, 

Arid beg'd his Lite might be one Day conceal'd, 
That ſuch exalted Merit of her Duty | E. 
Might raiſe her Virtue worthy of his Love. 

But, Sir, to tell you how Alvarez met him, 

What generous Reconcilements paſ-'d between them, 
Wou'd ask more Time, than publick Joy cou'd ſpare. 


Let it wihce, the Moment he had heard | W 
Ximena had appeal d brave Carizs to the Liſts, | F 
We few with "Terror to proclaim him Living—— _ 
Bat, Sir, ſo {con the Combat follow'd your | #nd 
Decree, that breathle's we arriv'd too late, Fer 4 
And had not his Phyſicians, Sir, preſcrib'd Wor | 
His Weund Repaſe, himſelf had ventur'd forth and 
To throw his Errors at your Feet for Pardon. — 
King. Not only Pardon, but our Love ſhall greet him. * 
Brave Carlos ſhall himſelf be Envoy of a 
Our Charge, and gratulate his bleſt Recovery: | Th 
Has he your Leave, imma, new t approach you? 75 
Xim. My Sentes ſtagger with tumultuo is Joy, oy 


My Spirits iirry to my Heart's Surprize 3 
And faking Nature faints bencath the Tranſport. BS 
[inter All arez, Suuchez, and Carl. | 

King. Locl: 1p. Yimena, and compleat thy Joy. 


oY : buf 
Aim. RI Carics / oh! . | T. 
Car. Aimena oh my Heart! Enbraci xz. 705 
Aiv. O Cars © Aimena! yet ſuppreſs 1 


Tneſe Tran ports till kind Gormaz' Hand confirms them. 
Pirſt pay your Duty there, hatte to his Feet, | no, 
And let his Sanclion conſecrate your Love. 2 

: | 
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Tine. Loſe not a Moment from his Sight! O fly! 
rell him his King congratulates his Health, 
| And will with Loads of Honour crown his Virtues; 
Nor in his Oriſons let his Heart forge 
The Hand of Heav'n, whole previdential Care 


Has or der'd All, the Innocent to ſave, 
To rizht the Injur'd, and rewaru the Bra ve. 
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| Well, Stirs f 
"'f come 19 tell you, that my Fear: are oben, 

Pee ſeen Papa, and have ſerir ! my Lower 
And trot ! I'm Tally on our uti; ide, ; 
Fer had (as Corneille made him) (iormaz dy d, 

V Part Jad ended as it fi begun f 
424 left me fil unmarry d. and undone, 
Cr, æuhbat tere harder far, than Beth Nun. 
n. | Tze French, fir Ferm indeed, tene tle l. ing, 
Bat gives her {9/07 gtithin a uf Bi- 4 
„ 


| Time could un &, ber \Þarriace Kit zit tonaur, 
The Father”: Death jcill [jt th: Gu''t win her: 
Tre Frerchman 5 mer in that cd Re ard, 
T. bolder Briton avedd's her in Keward : 
| Ee new Your Ta/te d ne er indure their 1 Ving 
. 8 ud be (5 ns df d, when both it a. l. lng: 
Hur forma. Daus of Spain an fre mi bt oval, 
llt Fn SHIT 1 fes 2714 are ſhar! F. af 
on. Ts true, this Df rence «we indel di over 
That thouoh file Lions ron bonin the i. 
m To ds von leit, your Fury fon is over, | 
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Beſide, the Scene tus chang d t'is s ns, 
Nat Vir elier dr}, a: 
lat Virtue nec er of Relief dr}, ae: 
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But aubile true Love is flill in Plays ill-fated, 

No Wander you gay Sparks of Pleaſure hate it; 
Blondjhed diſcourages what ſhould delight yon, 

And from a Wife, what little Rubbs will fright you ! 
And Virtue not conſider d in the Bride, 

Hew ſeon jor yaxrun, and curſe the Knot pon we ty'd ! 
How oft the Nymph, whoſe pitying Eyes give Quarter, 
Finds in her Captive ſhe has caught a Tartar ! 
While to her Stouſe that ence fa high did rate hey, 
She kindly gives Ten Theuſand Prunds to hate ber, 
So on the ot er Side ſame fighing Swain, | 
That languiſbes in Love Whole Years in vein, 
Impatient fur the Feaſt, reſolves he'll hawe her, 
And in his Hunger vows he'll eat for ever ; 

He thinks of nothing but the Honey Nlaon, 

But little thought he could have din'd h fern : 

fs not this true? Speak— Dearys of the Pit, 
Don't jou find too, how horribly you're lit? 

For the Inftruttion therefore of the Free, 

Our Author turns his juſt Cataſtrophe : 

Before you ved let Love be underſtood, 

Refine your Thoughts, and chaſe it from the Blaod. 


For auen that Circle holds the Britith Fair, 
Tour Hearts may find Heroick Daughters there, 


Nor can you then of laſting Joys deſpair, 
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' SCENF a Garden in the Tower. 


i Euter Lieutenant, and Servant. 


CIELIER 4 *. 


ing ? 2 
Ser. No, Sir, but tis rear bis Hour. 
Laus. At any Time when you ſee him 
here, 
Let no Stranger into the Garden; 
1 wou'd not have bim ſtar'd at See, who's that 


ow entring at the Gate? (Knocking witbout. 
Ser. Sir, the Lord Stanley. 
Lien. Leave me Exit. Serv, 


| | Enter 
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Enter Lord Stanley. 
My noble Lord, you're welcome to the Tower ; 
1 heard laſt Nagl you late atriv'd with News 
Of Edward's Victory to his joyful Queen. 

Stan. Yes, Sir, and I am proud to be the Man 

Thar firſt brought home the Laſt of Civil Broils ; 

The Houſes now of York and Lancaſter, 

Like bloody Brothers fighting for Birthright, 

No more jhall wound the Parent, that wou'd part em: 
Edward now fits ſecure on Englard's Throne. 

Lieu. Near Tewksbury, my Lord, I chiuk they fought, 
Has the Enemy lott any Men ot Note ? 

Stan. Sir, I was poſted Home 
Ere an Account was taken of the Slain ; 

But as 1 left the Field, a Proclamation 

From the King was made in Search of Edward, 
Son to your Priſoner, King Henry the Sixth, 

Which gave Reward to thoſe diſcover'd him, 

And him his Lite, if he'd furrender. [ Father, 

Lieu. That brave young Prince, I ſear, unlike his 
Too high of Heart ro brook ſubmiſſive Life: 

This will be heavy News to Henry's Ear, 
For on this Batcle's Caſt his All was fer. 

Stan. King Henry and ill Fortune are familiar; 
He ever threw with an indifferent Hand, | 
But never yet was kuown to loſe his Patience: 

How does he paſs the Time in his Continemen ? 

Lieu. As one whoſe Wiſhes never reach'd a Crown ; 
The King ſeems dead in him---but as a Man 
He ſighs ſometimes in want of Liberty. 
sometimes he reads, and walks, and wiſhes 
That Fate had bleſsd him with an bumbler Birth, 
Not to have ſelt the falling from a Throne. 

Stan. Were it not poſſible to ſee this King? 

They tay he'll freely talk with Edward's Friends, 
And ever treats them with Reſpect and Honour. 

Lieu. This is his uſual Time of walking forth 
{For he's allow'd the Freedom of the Garden) 
Aker his Morrung Prayer ; he ſeldom fails; 


[3 


of King RICKAR D the Third. 5 
kchind this Arbour we unſeen may ſtand 
I k while to obſerve him. [They retire. 


Enter King Henry in Mourning. 

Hen. By this Time the deciſive Blow is . 
r my Queen and Son are bleſs d with Victory, 
ot Im the Cauſe no more of civil Broils. 

Wou'd I were dead, if Heav'n's Good-will were ſo, 
for what is in this World bat Grief and Care ? 
What Norſe and Buſtle do Kings make to find ir? 
When Life's but a ſhort Chaſe, our Game Comment, 
Which moſt purſu d, is moſt compell'd to fly ; 
\nd he that mounts him on the ſwi ſteſt Hope, 
tall often run his Courſer to a Stand ; 

While the Peaſant from ſome diſtant Hill, 
ladanger'd and at Eaſe, views all the Sport, 
lud fees Content take ſhelter: in his Cottage. 

Stan. He ſeems extteamly mov d. 

Lies. Does he know you? 
'+ | Stan. No 


nor wou'd I have him. 
Lien. We'll ſhow our ſelves. {They come for wa: d. 
Hen. Why, there's another Check to proud Ambition, 
That Man receiv'd his Charge from me, and now 
his Priſoner---he locks me to my Reſt. 
an unlook'd for Change who cou'd ſuppoſe, 
aw him kneel to kiſs rhe Hand that rais'd him 
i that I ſhou'd not now complain of, 
from thence may happily derive 
civil Trearment-of me---Morrow Lieutenant, 
my News arriv'd---Who's that with you? 
lieu. A Gentleman that came laſt Night Expreſs 
Tewksbury---we've had a Battle. 
len. Comes he to me with Letters, or Advice 
Lien. Sir, he's King Edward's Officer, your Foe. 
Hen. Then he won't flatter me--- You're welcome, Sit; 
leſs becauſe you are King Edward's Friend, 
r have almoſt learn d my ſelf ro be ſo; 
ud I bur once forget I was a King, 
gli be truly happy, and his Subject. 
| | You've 
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You've gain d a Battle; ist not fo? | Ben 
Stan. We bave, Sit, - how, will reach your Ear too ſocy, | 8 
Hen. If to my Loſs, it can t too ſoon---pray ſpeak, 

For Feat makes Miſchief greater than it is. 

My Queen ! my Son! Say, Sir, are they living! 
Stan. Since my Arrival, Sir, another Poſt ; 

Came in, and brought us Word your Queen and Son Who is 

Were Priſoners now at Tewksbury. F 
Hey. Heay'n's Will be done! the Hunters have em noy, \ melat 

And I have only Sighs and Prayers to help 'em, what d 
Stan. King Edward, Sir, depends upon his Sword, |, aud 

Vet prays heartily, when the Battles won; | 

And Soldiers love a bold and active Leader, | 

Fortune, like Women, will be cloſe purſu d: len. 

The Engliſh are high mettV'd, Sir, and tis int lp 

No eaſie part to fit em well King Edward 1 Ern 

Feels their Temper, and twill be hard to throw him, * a 
Hen. Alas! I thought 'em Men, and rather hop d | apter 


x the 
| tear 10 


To win their Hearts by Mildneſs than Severity, fut 
My Soul was never form'd for Cruelty: „aul 
In my Eyes Juſtice has ſeem'd bloody, uw Þ 
When on the Ciry Gates I have beheld 1 
A Traytor's Quarters parching in the Sun, ur Pr 
My Blood has turn d with Horror at the Sight; 11 
I rook em down, and bury'd with his Limbs 3 


The Memory of the dead Man's Deeds---perhaps 
That Pity made me look lels terrible, 

Giving the Mind of weak Rebellion Spirr 
For Kings are put in Truſt for all Mankind, 
And when themſelves rake Iiuries, who N (afe? 
If fo, I have deſerv'd theſe Frowns of Fortune. 


Enter Servant. 
Serv. Sir, here's a Gentleman wing a Wartam 
For his Acceſs to King Henry's Preſence. 
Lien. I come to bim. 
Stan. His Buſineſs may require yout Privacy; 
In leave you, Sit, w.thing you all the Good 
That can be w:th d --not wronging bim | ferve. 1 


n. 


7 
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hen. Farewe! ! Exeunt] Who can this be! A ſudden 


Coldneis, | 
like the damp Hand of Death has ſe d my Limbs; 


[ ear ſome heavy News ! 


| Ente, Lieutenant. 


Yon who is it, Good Lieutenant 


, 


N 


n Fel. Sir, I am ſorry I muſt force you to 


lieu. A Gentleman, Sir, from Tewksbury---he ſeems 
4 melancholy Meſlenger---tor when I ask d 

hat News, his Anſwer was a deep fetch'd Sigh 
vou d not urge him, but I tear tis fatal. [Exit. 


Enter Treſſel in Mourning. 

Hey. Fatal indeed! his Brow's the Title Page, 

That ſpeaks the Nature of a tragick Volume. 

i Friend, how does my Queen! my Son! 

Thou treinbleſt, and the Whiteneſs of thy Check 

| apter than thy 5 to tell the Errand. 

un ſuch a Man, fo faint, fo ſpiritleſs, 

{> dull, ſo dead in Look, fo woe to be gone, 

cry Priam's Curtain in the dead of Night; 

nd weu'd have told him half bis Troy was burn'd, 

kt Priam found the Fire ere he his Tongue, 

ind I my poor Son's Death ere thou . bs 

%ow would'ſt thou ſay - your Son did thus and thus, 

ad thus your Queen---{o fought the valiant Oxford; 

jopping my greedy Ear with their bold Decds ; 

*in the End, (to ſtop my Ear indeed) 

tou haſt a Sigh, to blow away this Praiſe, 

ating with Qucen and Son, and all are dead. 

Freſſ. Your Queen yet lives, and many of your Friends,-- 

« tor my Lord your Son-- 

en. Why, he is dead! yer ſpeak I charge thee ! 

{thou thy Maſter his Suſpicion lies, 

ad will take it as a kind Diſgrace, | 

thank thee well, for doing me ſuch Wrong. 

'Treſſ. Would it were wrong to lay; bur, Sir, your 
(Fears are true. 

| Fen. Vet for all this, ſay not, my Son is dead. 


Believe, 


| 
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Believe, what wou'd to Heav'n I had not ſeen: | Te 
But in this laſt Battle near Tewksbury, | 
Your Son, whole active Spirit lent a Fire ' Hen 
Ev'n to the dulleſt Peaſant in our . O bar 
Sull made bis Way where Danger ſtood to oppoſe hin- Again 
A braver Youth of more oe Heat, | wast 
Ne'er ſputt'd his Courter at the Trumpet's found, huſt r 
But who can rule the uncertain Chauce of War: | Nor c 
In fine, King Edward won the bloody Field, Not © 
Where both your Queen, and Son, were made his Priſoner, | You | 
Hen. Yet hold! for oh, this Prologue lets me in be 
To a molt fatal Tragedy to come. Tri 
Dy'd he Priſoner, ſayſt thou? how? by Grief, He 


Or by the bloody Hands of thoſe that caught him By th 
Treſſ. After > 8 Fight, Edward in Trumph ask'2 Or w 
To {ee the Captive Prince---the Piunce was brought, By ba 


Whom £dward roughly chid for bearing Arms; Away 
Asking what Reparation he cou'd make | Who 
Fur having {tir'd his Subjects ro Rebellion? It che 
Your Sou impatieut of fuch Taunts, reply d, ay! 


Bow ke à Subject, proud, ambitious Tork, 
While 1 now ſpeaking with my Father's Mouth, | 
Propoſe che lelt fame Rebel Words to thee, | 
Which, 1 raytor, thou would'ſt have me anſwer to: 

From cheſe, more Words arole ; till in the End | And 
King Edward {well'd with what th unhappy Prizce | Wh: 
Ar tuch a time too freely ſpoke, his Gauntlet | 


In his young Face with Indignation ſtruck. | 7 
At which, crook'd Richard, Clarence, and the teſt, E 
Bury d their fatal Daggers in his Heart. 
In blood woe | foes hen ou the Earth, | T 
from w with Life he never more ſprung up. A} 
Hen. Oh! had'ſt thou ſtabb d at every Word's Dei- | Wi 
(verancy, | And 
Sharp Poniards in my Fleſh while this was told, te 


Thy Wounds bad giv'n leſs Anguith than thy Words. I've 
Oh! Heavns, methinks I fee my tender Lamb dete 
Gaſping beneath the ravenous Wolves fell Gripe ! Thi 
But ſay, did all- -did they all ſtrike him, ſay ſt ee 

{110 
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| Deſſ. All, Sir, bur the firſt Wound Duke Richard 


: 
\ 


(gave 
Her. There let him ſtop ! be that his laſt of IIls! 
O barbarous Act! unhoſpitable Men! 
Againſt the rigid Laws of Arms to kill him! 


Mast not enough, his hope of Birthriglit gone, 


l- 
y 
de. 


2 


ef. 
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' Buſt muſt your Hate be levell'd at his Life? 

| Nor cou d his Father's Wrongs contcut you? 

Not cou'd a Father's Grief diſlwade the Deed ? 

You haveno Children--- {Butchers if you had) 

The Thought of chem wou'd ſure have ſtitt d Remotſe 
Treſſ. Take Comfort, Sir, and hope a bettet Day. 
Hen. Oh! who can hold a Fire in his Hand, 

by thinking on the froſty Caucaſus * 

Or wallow naked in December's Snow, 

by bare remembrance of the Summe: s Heat? 

Away---by Heaven I thall abhor his Sigur, 

Whoever bids me be of Comfort more! 

lt thou wilt ſcoth my Sorrows, then I'll thank thee 

ay! thou'rt kind indeed! theſe Tears oblige me. 

| Treſſ. Alas! my Lord, I fear more Evils to'ards 

| Jou, 

Hen. Why, let it come, I ſcatce ſhall feel it now, 
My preſent Woes have beat me to the Grouud; 

' And my hard Fate can make me fall no lower. 

| What can it de- give it its uglieſt Shape---Oh my poor 

| | (Boy! 

Treſſ. A Word does that; it comes in Glofter's — 

Hen. Frightful indeed ! give mc the worſt that 

(threacens, 

| Trefſ. After the Murther of your Son, ſtern Richard, 

As if unſated with the Wounds he had given, 

| With unwath'd Hands went from his Friends in haſte ; 

| And being ask'd by Clarence of the Caule, 

tie, lowring, cry d Brother, I muſt to the Jauer; 

Lie Buſineſs there; excuſe me to the King; 

before you reach the Town, expect ſome , ; 

This ſaid, he vanith'd---and I hear's arriy d. 


B Hes. 
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Hen, Why then the Period of my Vows is (et; 
For Ills but thought by hun, ate half perform'd. 


Enter Lieutenant with an Order. 

Lieu. Forgive me, Sir, what I'm competI'd t'obey, 
An Order for your cloke Confinement. 

Hen. Whence comes it, good Licutenant ? 

Lieu. Sir, from the Duke of Gloſter. 

Hen Good Night to all then; I obey it; 
And now, good Friend, ſuppoſe me on my Death-beg, 
And take of me thy laſt, thort living Leave. 
Nay, keep thy Tears till thou haſt ſcen me dead: 
And when in tedious Winter Nights, with good 
Old Folks, thou ſitt'ſt up late 
To hear em tell the diimal Tales, 
Of Times long paſt, ev'n now with Woe remember d, 
Before thou bidd'{t Good night, ro quit their Grict, 
Tell chou the lamentable Fall of me, 
And ſend thy Heaters weeping to their Beds, [E veunt. 


Enter Richard. 


Rich. Now are our Brows bound with victorious 
Wreatls; 
Ou ſtern Alarms are chang'd to merry Meetings; 
Our dreadful Marches to delightful Meatures : 
Grim-vifag'd War has ſmooth'd his wrinkl'd Front, 
And now, inſtead of mounting barbed Steeds, 
To fright the Souls of fearful Adveriaries, 
He capers nimbly in a Lady's Chamber, 
To the laſcivious Pleaſing of a Lute: 
Bur I, that am not thap'd for ſpottive Tricks, 
I, that am currail'd of Man's fair Proportion, 
Deform'd, uutwith'd, ſent betore my Time 
Into this breathing World, ſcarce half made up, 
And that ſo lameſy and untathionable, 
Tha: Dogs bark at me as I halt by em. 
Why I. in this weak, this piping Time of Peace, 
Have no Delight to pals away my Hours, 
Unleſs, to fee my Shadow iu the Sun, 
And deſcaut ou my own Detormity : 


Then 
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Then, fince this Earth affords no Joy to me, 
But to command, to check, and to o'erbear ſuch 
As are of happier Perſon than my (elf: 

Why then to me this reſtleſs \- 511d's but Hell. 
Till this miſhapen Trunk's aſpiting Head 

Be circl'd in a glorious Diadem 

But then tis fix d on ſuch an Height; oh! I 
Muſt ſtretch the utmoſt reaching of my Soul. 


TA climb betimes, without Remorſe or Dread, 
And my firſt Step ſhall be on Henry's Head. Exit. 


SCEN E, 4a Chamber in the Tower. 
King Henry Sleeping. 


Enter Licutenant. 

Lieu. Aſleep fo ſoon! but Sorrow minds no Seaſons, 
The Morning, Noon, and Night with het's the (ame; 
She's fond of any Hour that yields Repoſe. (hither ! 

Hen. Who's there! Lieutenant! Is it you! Come 

Lieu. You ſhake my Lord, and look afrighted 

Hen. Oh! I have had the feartullſt Dream: ſuch Sights, 
That, as I live 
I wou'd not pals another Hour ſo dreadful, 

Tho' 'twere to buy a World of bappy Days. 
Reach me a Book---I'lI try if reading cau 
Divert theſe melancholy Thoughts. 


Enter Richatd. 


Rich. Good Day, my Lord; what, at your Book ſo hard? 
I diſturb you. | 
Hen. You do indecd. 
Rich. Go Friend leave us to out (elves, we muſt confer. 
Hen. What bloody Sceue has Roſcius now co act? 
[ Exit. Lien. 
Rich. Suſpicion always haunts the guilcy Mind: 
The Thief does fear each Buſh and Officer. 
Hen. Where Thieves without Contro:ment rob and kill, 
Tne Traveller docs fear cach Buth a Thief: 
The 
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The poor Pird that has been already lim'd, 
Wich trembling Wings miſdoub's of every Buſh, 
And I, the hapleſs Male to one ſweet Bird, 
Have now the fatal Objeft in my Eye, 
By whom my young one bled, was caught and kilbd. 
Rich. Why, what a peeviſh Fool was that of Crete, 
That taught bis Son the Office of a Fowl, 
And yer for all his Wings the Fool was drown'd: 
Thou ſhoud'ſt have ae. « the Boy his Prayers alone, 
And then he had not broke his Neck with climbing, 
Hen. Ah! kill me with thy Weapon not with Words! 
My Breaſt can better brook thy Dagger's Point, | 
Than can my Ears that piercing Story , 
Bur wherefore do'ſt thou come, ist for my Life? 
Rich. Think'ſt thou 1 am an Exccutioner ? 
Hen. If murthering Innocents be t xccuting, 
Then thou'rr the worſt of Fxecu'toners. 
Rich. Thy Son I kilF'd for his Preſumption. 
Hen. Had'ſt thou been kill'd when firſt thou didſt preſume, 
Thou had'ſt not liv'd to kill a Son of mine: 
How many old Mens Sghs, and Widows Moans ? 
But thou wer't born to maſſacte Mankind. 
How many Orphans Water-ſtandinig Eyes, 
Nen for their Sous, Wives tor their Husbands Fate, 
And Children for theit Parents timeleſs Death, 
Wul rue the Hour that ever thou wert born? 
The Owl thriek'd at thy Birth, an evil Sign; 
The Night- Crow cry'd, foreboding luckleſs Time; 
Dog's how!'d, and hideous Tempeſt ſhook down Trees, 
The Raven io©K'd her on the Chimuey's Top, 
Aid chattetiug Pies in diſmal Diſcords ſung ; 
Thy Mother felt more than a Mocher's Pain, 
And yet brought forth lets thau a Mother's Hope. 
Teeth had'ſt thou in thy Head, when thou wer't botn, 
Which plainly ſaid, Thou cam'ſt to bite Mankind, 
And if the reſt be true which I have heard, 
Thou cam'ſt---— 
Rich. I'll hear no more---die Prophet in thy Speech, 
For this amongſt the reſt was I ordain'd: [Stabes him. 


Hen. 


| 


' 


— 
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Hen. Oh! and for much more Slaughter after this ; Dies. 
Juſt Heav'n forgive my Sins, aud pardon thee. 

Rich. What! will the aſpiting Blood of Lancaſter 
Sink in the Ground? I thought it wou'd have mounted. 
See how my Sword weeps for the poor King's Death. 
O, may ſuch Purple Tears be always thed 
From thoſe that with the Downtal of our Houle. 
If any Spark of Lite be yet remaining, | 
Down, down to Hell, and lay, I {cir thee thither. 
F that have neither Pity, Love, nor Fear, 
Indeed, tis true, what Henry told me of; 
For I have often heard my Mother ſay, 
came into the World with my Legs forward; 
The Midwite wonder'd, and the Women cry'd, 
Good Heaven bleſs us he is born with Teeth! 
Aud fo I was, which plainly ſignify d 
That I thou'd ſnarl and bite, and play the Dog. 
Then fince the Heav'ns have thap'd my Body fo, 
Let Hell make crook'd my Mind to anſwer it; 
I have no Brother, am like no Brother, 
And this Word Love, which Grey-beards call Divine, 
Be reſident in Men, like one another, 
And not in me- -I am my ſelf alone. 
Clarence, beware, thou kcep'ſt me from the Light; 
But if I fail not in my deep Intent, 
Theu'ſt not another Day to live; which done, 
Heav'n take the weak King Edward to his Mercy, 
And leave the World for me to buſtle in. 


hut fofi=-I'm tharing Spoil before the Field is won. 


Clarence fill breathes, Edward ftill lives and reigns, 
When they are gone, then I muſt count my Gains, [Exit. 


The End of the Firſt A CT 
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CE IS ASI AB CENTS AGES 
ACTI 


SCENE Se. Paule. 


Enter Treſſel, meeting Lord Stanley. 
Treſſ. M* Lord, your Servant, pray what brought 


you to Paul's ? 
Stan. I came amongſt the Crowd to ſce the Corps of 
Poor King Henry ; tis a dilmal Sight : 
Bur Yeſterday I ſaw him in the Tuwer ; 
His Talk is ſhil ſo freſh withia my Memory, 
That 1 could weep to think how Fate has us'd him. 
I wonder where's Duke Richard's Policy 
In ſuffering him to he expos'd to view; 
Gan he believe that Men will love him for't ? 
Treſſ. O Yes, Sir, love him, as he loves his Brothers. 
Wheu was you with King Edward, pray my Lord? 
I hear he leaves his Food, 1s melancholy, 
And his Phyſicians fear him mightily. 
Stan. 'Tis thought he'll ſcarce recover. 
Shall we to Court, and hear more News of him. 
Treſſ. 1 am oblig'd to pay Attendance here : 
The Lady Anne has Licence to remove 
King Henry's Corps to be intett d at Chertſey ; 
And I am engag'd to follow her. 
Stan. Mean you King Henry's Daughter-in-Law ? 
Treſſ. The ſame, Sir, Widow to the late Prince Edfare. 
Whom G/efter kill'd at Tewksbury. 
Stan. Alas! poor Lady, ſhe's ſeverely us'd; 
And yet 1 hear Richard attempts her Love: 
Methinks the Wrongs has done her ſhou'd diſcourage him. 
17eſſ. Neither thoſe Wrongs, not his own Shape Gn 
fright him: 
He {ent for Leave to viſit her this Morning, 
And {he was iorc'd to keep her Bed to avoid him: 
Fur Kc, ſhe is Atiiy'd--- Will you along 


To 
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Io ſce this doleful Ceremony? 
Stan. I'll wait on you. 6 [Exeunt. 
| Enter Richard. 
' Rich. Twas her Excuſe to avoid me.---Alas! 
She keeps no Bed----- : 
She has Health enough to progteſs far as Chertſey, 
! Tho' not to beat the Sight of me. 
I cannot blame her----- 
| Why, Love for[worz me in my Mother's Womb, 
t ! And for I thou'd not deal in his ſott Laws, 
He did corrupt frail Nature with fome Bribe, 
f To ſhrink my Arm up like a wither'd Shrub, 
Io make au envious Mountain on my Back, 
Where its Detormity to mock my Body; 
| To hape my Legs of an utequal Size, 
Io diſproportion me in ev'ry Part. 
And am I then a Man to de belov'd? 
O monſtrous Thought more vain my Ambition. 


Enter Lieutenant haſtily, 
Lieu. My Lord, I beg your Grace 
| Rich. Be gone, Fellow! I'm not at Leiſure. 
Lieu. My Lord, the King your Brother's taken ill 
Rich. Vit wait on him, 2 me Friend. 
Ha! EAuward tan ill! 
Wou'd he were waſted, Marrow, Bones and all, 
That from his Loins no more young Brats may uſe 
Jo cross me in the Golden Time I look for. 


SCENE draws, anddiſcovers Lad) Anne in Mourning, 
„Lord Stanley, Treſſel, Guards and Bearers, with King 
Henry's Bedy. 


| But ſee! my Love appeats---Look whete {he ſhines, 
| Darting pale Luſtre, like the Silver Moon! 
n. Thro' her dark Veil of rainy Sorrow ! 
an So mourn'd the Daine of Epheſus her Love,; 
Aud thus the Soldier, arm'd with Reſolation, 
Told his ſolt Tale, and was a thriving Woer. 
Tis true, my Form perhaps will little move her, 
But Ive a Ienguc {hall Whecdle with the Devil 


To Yet 
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Yet hold, the mourns the Man whom I have kiltg. | Bis 
Firſt let her Sorrows take ſome vent---ſtand here, 19 
I'll take her Paſſion in its Wain, and turn 3 
This Storm of Griet to gentle Drops of Pity gehe 
For his Repentant Nlurderer. [He retires, | Wh 
Lady Anne. Hung be the Heav'ns with black, 100 of! 
Day to Night, N No 
Comets importing Change of Times and States, N 
Brandith your hery Treffes iu the Sky, | Wh 
And with'em ſcourge the bad revolting Stars Fj 
That have confented to King Henry's Death. R 
O be accurit the Hand that thed this Blood, Of: 
A ccutſt the Head that had the Heart to do it; By 6 
More direful Hap beride that hated Wretch, | L 
Than 1 can with to Wolves, to Spiders, Toads, | 
Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives: Wir 
It ever he have Wife, let her be made And 
More miſerable by the Life of him, R 
Than I am now by Edwerd's Death and thine, L 
Rich. Poor Girl; what Pains the takes to curſe het: | Did 
ſelf. [Afide, , R 
L. Anne. It ever he have Child, abortive be it, 0 
Prodigious and untimely brought to Light, | Gur 
Whole hideous Form, whole moſt unnatural Aſpe& |! R 
May tright the hopeful Mother at her view, le 
And that be Heir to his Unhappineſs. I 
Now on to Chertſey with your Sacred Load. 5 
Rich. Stay, you that bear the Coarſe, and ſer it donn. L 
L. Anne. What black Magician conjures up this Fieud, | 
To ſtop devoted charitable Deeds? = 
Rich. Villains, fer down the Coarſe, or, by St. Paul, | | 
Ii make a Coarſe of him that diſobeys. Z 
Guard. My Lord, ſtand back, and ler the Coffin pals, 1 
Rich. Unmanner'd Slave! To 
Stand thou when I commaad. An, 
Advance thy Halbert higher than my Breaſt, b 
Or, by St. Paul, 1'!] ſtrike thee to my Foot, of 


: 
Aud {parn thee, Beggar, for this Bolduels. (Fiend? | 4s 
L. Anne. Why do'ſt thou haunt him thus unſated 4 
Thou zad'tt but Power oyer his mortal Body, 


ie. 


n. 


ls, 
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His Soul thou can'ſt not reach, therefore be gone. 
' Rich. Sweet Saint, be not fo hard for Charity. 


| L. Anne. If thou delight to view thy heinous Deeds, 


zehold this Pattern of thy Butcherics. 

Why didſt thou do this Deed 2 Cou'd not the Laws 

Of Man, of Nature, nor of Heav'n diſſwade thee. 

No Beaſt ſo fierce, but knows ſome touch of Pity. 
' Rich. If want of Pity be a Crime fo hateful, 
| Whence is it thou, fair Excellence, art guiky ? 

L. Anne. What means the Slanderer ? 

Rich. Vouchſafe, Divine Perfection of a Woman, 

Of theſe my Crimes ſuppos'd, to give me leave 
| By Circumſtance, but to acquit my elf. 
| L. Anne. Then take that Sword, whole bloody Point 

ſtill reeks 
Wich Henry's Lite, with my lov'd Lord's young Edward's, 

And here let out thy own, to appeale their Ghoſts. 

Rich. By ſuch Deſpair, I thou'd accuſe my felt. 

L. Anne. Why by deſpairing only can'tt thou ſtand 
| Did'ſt chou not kill this King? (excus'd ? 
Rich. I grant ye. 
I Anne Oh! lie was gen le, loving, mild, and vertuous: 
But he's in Heav'n where thou can'ſt never come. 

Rich. Was I not kind to fend him thither then? 

He was much fitter for that Place than Earth. 

L. Anne. And thou unfit for any Place but Hell. 

Rich. Yes, one Place elle---if you will heat me name it. 
I. Anne. Some Dungeon. | 

Rich. Your Bed-Chamber. | 

L. Anne. Ill Reſt betide the Chamber where thou ly'ſt. 

Rich. So it will, Madam, till I lic in yours. 

L. Anne. I hope ſo. 

Rich. I know ſo. But gentle Lady Anne, 
To leave this keen Encounter of our To , 
And fall to ſomething a more ſerious Wales 
s not the Cauſer of the untimely Deaths 
Of theſe Plantage nete, Henry and EAward, 
| 4s blameful as the Execurioner 3 
L. Anne. Thou wert the Caulc, and molt accuts d Effect. 


| Kies. 


' 


— 
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re 
Rich. Your Beauty was the Cauſe of that Effe&, ** 
Your Beauty! that 44 haunt me in my Sleep, Thich, 


To undertake the Death of all the World, | 


| f ind let 
So I might live one Hour in that ſoft Boſom! [Thy it | 
L. Anne. If 1 thought that, I tell thee Homicide, | ol hu 


Theſe Hands ſhou'd rend that Beauty from the Cheeks, | I. 4 
Rich. Theſe Eyes ou d not endure that Beauty's Rack, ben“ 


You ſhou'd not blemiſh it, if I ſtood by: ud He 
As all the World is nouriſh'd by the Sun, When t 
So I by that--- It is my Day! my Life! | pich, 
IL. Anne. I wou'd it were, to be reveng'd on thee, Ac 
Rich. It is a Quarrel moſt unnatural, \ay, ne 
To with Revenge on him that loves thee. tw; 
L. Anne. Say rather 'tis my Duty, 1 
To ſcek Revenge on him that kill'd my Husband. ; 


Rich. Fair Creature, he that kill'd thy Husband, 
Did ut to---help thee to a better Husband. 

J. Anne. His bettet docs not breathe upon the Earth, 

Rich. He lives, that lov'd thee beuet than he coud. 

L. Anne. Name bim. 

Rich. Plantagenet. 

L. Anne. Why that was he? 


Rich. The felf-{arne Name, but one of ſofter Nature. 

Z. Anne. Where is he? 10 

Rich Ah! take more Pity in thy Eyes, and ſee him dich 
here. : 


I.. Anne. Would they were Baſilisks to ſtrike thee dead. 


Rich. I wou'd they were, that 1 might die at once, 


ad Sheet ax ns all 
For now they ku me with a living Death; 1 hot 
Darung with cruel Aim Deſpair and Love; | Treſ 


Innerer tu'd to triend or Enemy; 
My Tongue cou'd never læaru ſweet ſmoothing Words; Je 
But now thy Beauty 15 propos'd my Fee. Sta; 
My proud Heart ſues, and prompts my Tongue to ſpeak. I B. 
I. Anne. Is there a Tongue on Earth can f. * 
thec? Ric 
Why doſt thou court my Hate! | th 
Treſſ. Where will this end > She frowns upen him jet. % 
Stan. But yet Ille bears him in her Frowns---l fea! him þ,o 
Rich. O teach not ti oft Lip ſuch cold Comempt-— 
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{<> relentleſs Heart cannot forgive, 
lo, I lend thee this tharp-pounted Sword, 
Which, if thou pleaſe to hide in this tcue Breaſt, 
"We et the honeſt Soul out, that adotes ther ; 
thy it naked to the deadly Stroke, 
al humbly beg that Death upon my Knce. 
I. Anne. What mall I ſay ot io Dire me Hau, 
t "When Stones weep, ſure the Tears are uwwural, 
Vu Heaven it lelt tnſtructs us to torgive, 
hen they do low from a flucete Repentance. 
| lich. Nay, do not paule, for I did ill King Henry, 
11 was thy wondrous Beauty did provoke me; 
, now diſpatch --'rwas Ita (tabb'd young Edward, 
i twas thy — Face that te: me on; 
[ might ſtill per ſiſt (lo ſtubboru is 
I to rejoice at what 1'4c doi 
that thy powerful Eyes {as roating ca- 
xy the Changes of the Moon] nave win'd 
Heart, and made it flow wir Penitencc. 
up the. Sword again, cr take up me. 
| | She drops tne Sword. 
l. Anne. No, tho' I with thy Death, 
will not be thy Executionet 
a | Rich, Then bid me kill ni; (lf, ind I will do it. 
l. Anne. I have alteady. 
— | Rich. That was in thy Kage: 
7 it agen, and ev with thy Word 
ad. Fri guilty Hand that robb'd thee of thy Love, 
” Aal tor thy Love revenge duc on thy Lover. 
0 both their Deaths ſhalt thou be acceſſory. 
| Treſſ. By Heav'n the wants the Heart to bid lum dot. 
tn. What think you now, Sit? 
e. I'm ſtruck! I ſcarce can credit What I ſee. 
ak, {1 57: Why you ſce --a Woman. 
* bref. When future Chronicles thall ſpeak of this, 
bey will be thought Romance, not IIiſtory. 
Rich, What, not a Word to pardon or condemn 2 
r thou att wiſe---and can'ſt with Silence kill me. 
der n in Death my proſtrate Soul pui ſues thee 
Ul not the Tears of Peuitence away 


— 


T ask 
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I ask but leave to indulge my cold Deſpair : 

By Heay'n there's Joy iu this Extravarance 

Of Woe---'tis melting, fot, tis pleafivg Ruin. 

Oh! tis too much, too much for Lite ro bear 

This aching Tenderncts of Thought. (thy Crimes 

L. Anne. Wou'd'ſt thou not blame me to forvive 

Rich. They are not to be forgiven; no, note en 
Penitence can atone 'em---O NIIIery 
Of Thought! that ſtrikes me with at once Repentance 
And Deſpair---tho' unpardon d, yield me Pity. 

L. Anne. Wou'd | knew thy Heart. 

Rich. Tis figur'd in my Tongue. 

L. Anne. I tear me both ate falle. 

Rich. Then never Man was true. 

IL. Anne. Put up thy Sword. 

Rich. Say then, my Peace is made. 

L. Anne. That ſhalt thou know bercafter. 

Rich. But ſhall I live in hope? 

L. Anne. All Men, I hope, live fo. 

Rich. I ſwear, bright Saint, 1 am not what I was, 
Thoſe Eyes have turn d my ſtubborn Heart ro Wornan ; 
This Gooduels makes me loft in Penitence, 

And my hatth Thoughts are turn'd to Peace and Love. 
Oh it thy poor devoted Servant might 

But beg one Favour at thy gracious Hand, 

Thou wou'd'ft confirm his Happineſs for ever. 

L. Anne. What is it? 

Rich. That it may pleaſe thee, leave theſe ſad Deſigns 
To him that has moſt Cauſe to be a Mouruer, 

And preſently repair to Cyosby Houle ; 
Where after I have ſolemnly mtcrr'd 

At Cbertſey-Monaſt'ry this injur'd King, 
And wet his Grave with my repentant Tears, 
Iwill with all expedient Duty fee you: 

For divers unknown Reaſons, 1 beſeech you 
Grant me this Favour. | 

L. Anne. | do my Lord--and much it joys me wo 
To tce you are become ſo penitent 
Treſſel and bei kley along with me. 

K ich. Bid me tarcwel. 


L. Anne. 


8 
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L. Anne. 'Tis more than you deſerve. 
Fat ſince you teach me how to flatter you, 
Imagine I have (aid farewel already, Exit. 
Guard. Towards Chertſey, my Lord > 
Rich. No, to White-Friers, there attend my coming. 
Ex. Guards with the Body. 
Was cver Woman in this Humour woo'd ? 
Was ever Woman in this Humour won ? 
Tul have her, but I will not keep her long. 
What! I that kill'd her Husband and her Father, 


| To take her in her Heart's extremeſt Hate, 
With Curſes in her Mouth, Tears in her Eyes, 


The bleeding Witneſs of my Hatred by, 


| Having Heav'n, her Conſcience, and thele Bars againſt me 
| And Ino Friends to back my Suit withal, 


But the plain Devil, and diſlembling Looks! 
And yet to win her! all the World to nothing! 
Can the abaſe her beauteous Eyes on me, 

Whoſe All not equals Edward's Moiety. 

On me, that halt, and am miſhapen thus! 


My Dukedom to a Widow's Chaſtity, 


do miſtake my Perſon all this while: 
Upon my Life! the finds, altho* I canuor, 


| My (elf ro be a marvellous proper Man. 


Ill hae my Chambers lin d with Looking-Glaf . 
And entertain a Score or two of Taylors, 


| To ſtudy Fathious to adorn my Body: 
' Since I am crept in favour with my elf, 


| will maintain it with ſome little Coſt ; 


But firſt, I'll turn St. Harry to his Grave, 


Aud then return lamenting to my Love. 


Sbine out fair Sun, till J ſalute my Glaſs, 
That I may ſee my Shadow as I paſs. (Exit. 


1 I. C E NE, the Preſence. | 
nter Buckingham, haſtily meeting Lord Stanley. 
Buck. Did — ſee the Duke 2 a | 
Stan. What Duke, my Lord? 
C Buck. 
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Buck. His Grace of Glofter, did you ſee him? 

Stan. Not lately my Lord! hope no ill News. 

Buck. The worſt that Heart e'cr bore, or Tongue 

can utter, 
Edward, the King! his Royal Brother's dead! 

Stan. Tis fad indeed---I with by your Impaticnce, 
To acquaint him, tho' you think it ſo to bum: ¶ Aſide. 
Did the King, my Lord, make any mcntion 
Of a Protector for his Crown and Children: 

Buck He did Duke Richard has the care of both. 

Stan. That fad News you ate afraid to tell lun toy, 

* idle. 

Buck. He'll (pare no Toil I'm ſure to fill his pla. 

Stan. Pray Heav'n he's not too diligent. | Afede. 
My Lord---13 not that the Duccheis of York, 

The King's Mother! coming, I fear, to viſit him. 


Buck. Tis ſhe-little thinking what has betallen us. 


Enter Ducheſs of York. 
| Duch. York. Good Day, my Lords, how takes the 
King his Rett? 

Buck. Alas! Madam, too well---he ſleeps for ever. 

Duch. York. Dead! Good Heav'n ſupport me! 

Buck. Madam. twas my unbappy Lot to hear 
His laſt departing („roaus, and cloſe his Eyes. 

Duch. V.. Another taken trom me too! why juſt 
Am TI iti!! let- the laſt in Liic and Wee? | Heav'n 
Firſt I bemcan'd a noble Husbaud's Heath, 

Yet liv'd with looking on his Images : 

But now my laſt Support! is gone. Fitſt Clarence, 
Now E#:var7 is for ever taken from me: 

Both Cruiches now the unrelenting Hand 

Of Death bas ſtricken trom my fecble Arms, 

And I muſt now of force fink down wuh Sorrow. 

Buck, Your youngeſt Son, tue Noble Richard lives; 
His Love, I know, will feel his Mother's Cares, 

And bring new Comtort to your latter Days. 

Duch. York. "Twere new indted! for yet of him I've 
Unlets a chutliſh Diſubedience may (none, 
Be coumed ftom a Child a Mother's Comfort, 


From 
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from his malicious Grudge I know my Son, 
His Brother Clarence Death was firſt contriv d; 
Bur may his Penitence find Heaven's Mercy. 
Where is the Queen, - my Lord ? 
Buck. I left her with her Kinſmen, deep in Sorrow, 
Who have with much ado perſwaded her 
To leave the Body--- Madam, they are here. 


Enter Queen, Rivers, and Dorſet. 
Queen. Why do you thus oppoſe my Grief? Unleſs, 
To make me Rave, and Weep the faſter > Ha! 
My Mother too in Tears ! treth Sorrow ſtrikes 
My Heart, at Sight of every Friend, that lov d 
My Edward living---O Mother, he's dead! 
Edward my Lord, thy Son, our King is dead! 


Ol chat my Eyes cou'd weep away my Soul, 


_ 


_ —-—— 


Then I might follow worthy ot his Hearſe. 
Stan. Your Duty, Madam, of a Wife is dead, 
And now the Mother's only claims your Care. 
Think on the Prince your Son,---ſend for him ſtraight, 
And let his Coronation clear your Eyes. 


' Bury your Griefs in the dead Edward's Grave, + 
Revive your Joys on living Edward's Throne. 


Queen. Alas i that Thought but adds to my Aﬀiiclions, 
New Tears for Edward gone, and Fears tor aua d 
livin 5 | 
An helplels Child, and his Minority 
Is in the Truſt of his ſtern Uncle C er; 
A Man that froœns on me, and all ot mine. 
Buck. Judge not fo hardly, Madam, of his Love, 


| Your: Son will find in him a Father's Care. 


za. a 


Enter Richard bebind. 
Rich. Why, ay! theſe Tears look well---Sorrow's the 
ode, 
And every one at Court muſt wear it now: 


| With all my Heart; I'll not be out of Faſhion. [A, de. 


Queen, My Lord, juſt Heaven knows, I never hated 
Richard; 
But wou d ou any Terms embrace his Friendthip. 
C 2 Buck. 
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Buck. Theſe Words wou'd make him weep---I know 


bim yours : 
See where he comes in Sorrow for our Loſs. 

Rich. My Lords, good Morrow,---Coulin of Buckingham, 
I am yours. | [Weeps. 

Buck. Good Morning to your Grace. 

Rich. Methinks | 
We meet like Men, that had forgot to ſpeak. 

Buck. We may remember but our Argument 
Is now too mournfu] to admit much Talk; 

Rich. It is indeed! Peace be with him has made it ſo. 
Siſter, take Comfort—'tis true, we've all cauſe 
To mourn the dimming of our ſhining Star; 

Bur Sorrow never cou'd revive the Dead ; 

And, if it cou'd, Hope wou'd preveut our Tears ; 
So we muſt weep, becauſe we weep in vain. | 
Madam, my Mothet---1 do cry your mercy, 

My Gricf was blind---I did not ſee your Grace, 
Moſt humbly on my Knee I crave your Blefling, 

Duch. York. Thou halt it, and may thy charitable 
Heart aud Tongue love one another ; may Heav'n 
Endow aby Breaſt with Meexneſs and Obedience. 

Rich. Amen, and make me die a good old Man: 
That's the old Bur- end of a Mother's Bleſſing ; 

I maryel that her Grace did leave it our. 
[Jfode. 


Buck. My Lords, I think 'twere fic, that now Prince 
Edward 
Forthwith from Lud/ow thou'd be ſent for Home, 
In order to his Coronation. 


Rich. By all means, my Lords---Come, let's in to 


Council, 
And appoint who thall be che Meſſengers : 
and you my Siſter, pleaſe you go 
To give your Sentiments on this Occaſion. * 
7 cod, My Lord your Wiſdom needs no help from me, 
My glad Conſent you have in all that's Juſt ; 
Or for the People's Good, tho' I ſuffer by t. 
Rich. Pleaſe you to retire, Madam, we ſhall propoſe 
What you'd not think che People's Wrong, nor m_ 
een. 
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| Queen. May Heaven proſper all your good Intent, 

[ Exeunt omnes preter Buck. and Richard. 
Rich. Amen, with all my Heart, fot mine's the Crown ; 
| And is not that a good one---ha! pray'd the not well, Couſin? 


Buck. 1 hope the prophety'd---you now ſtand fair. 
Rich. Now, by St. Paul, I feel it here---methinks 
' The maſſy weight ont galls my laden Brow : 
What think'ſt thou Coulin, wer't not an eaſie Matter 
To get Lord Stanley's Haud to help it on. 
Buck. My Lord, I doubt that, for his Father's ſake ; 
He loves the Prince too well; he'll ſcarce be won 
To any Thing againſt him. | 
Rich. Poverty, the Reward of honeſt Fools, 
O ertake him for't---whar think'ſt thou then of Haſtings ? 
Buck. He thall be try'd my Lord---I'll find out Catesby, 
Who thall at ſubtle diſtance ſound his Thoughts: 
| Bur we muſt ſtill ſuppoſe the worſt may happen; 
| Whar if we find lym cold in our Deſign? : 
Rich. Chop off his Head---lomerting we'll ſoon 
derermine ; | 
dat haſte, and fuid out Catesby, 
That done, follow me to the Council-Chambsz ; 
We'll not be {ern together much, nor have 
k known that we conter in private---therefore 
Away Couſin. 
' Buck. I am cone my Lord. 
Rich. Thus far we run before the Wind; 
| My Fortune ſmiles, and gives me all that 1 date ask. 
The conquer'd Lady Anne is bound in Vous, 
| Faſt as * Prieſt can make us, we are One. 
| The King my Brother fleeps without his Pillow, 
And I am lett the Guardian of his lufant Heir. 


The Prince will foon be here---!ler kim the Crown ! 

O Ves! he Mall have twenty Globes and cepttes too. 

New ones made to play * e e no Coronation 

No, not no Court- Flies about him no Kinſmen, 
Hold ye---where ſhall he keep his Court? 

Ay,---the Tower. | 
The End of the Second ACT, 
; C 3 


[Exis. 


ACT 


30 The Tragical HISTORY 
COTOS TE TOTSIST SLOTS ISIS DEST? 
ACT m. 


$& ENS $ 


Enter Prince Edward, Richard, Buckingham, Lora 
Stanley, Treſſel, and Attendauts. 


Rich. Ow, my Royal Couſin, welcome to Lindon ; 
Welcome to all thoſe honour'd Dignities 

Which our Father's Will, and by your Birth, 

You ſtand the undoubted Heir poſſeſs d of: 

And, if my plain Simplicity of Heart, 

May take the Liberty to ſhew it ſelf, 

You're farther welcome to your Uncle's Care 

And Love---why do you ſigh, my Lord? 

The weary Way has made you melancholly. 

P. Edward. No, Uncle, but our Croſs on the Way 
Have made it tedious, weariſome, and heavy: 

I want more Uncles here to welcome me! 

Treſſ. More Uucles ! what means his Highneſs 2 
Stan. Why, Sit, the careful Duke of Gloſter has 
Secut d his Kinſmen on the Way---Lord Rivers, Grey, 
Sir Thomas Vaughen, and others of his Friends, 

Are Priſoners now in Pomfret Caſtle; 
On what Pretence it boots not---there they are, 
Let the Devil and the Duke alone to accuſe em. 
Rich. My Lord, the Mayor of London comes to greet 
you, N 


Enter Lord Mayor and Citizens. 
L. May. Vouchſafe, molt gracious Sovereign, to 


 - "accept 

The Jrneral Homage of your Loyal City: 
ther your Royal Leave to ſpeak 

In deep Condolement of your Father's Loſs ; 


of King R1CHARD the Third, 


nd, far as our true Sorrow will permit, 
| Togratulate your Acceſſion to the Throne. 


| all. 

Alas my Youth 1s yet unfit to Govern, 
Therefore the Sword of Juſtice is in abler Hands: 

hut be aſſut d of this, ſo much already 

| perceive I love you, that tho' I know not yet 
Jo do you Offices of Good; yer this I know, 

Il] ſooner dic, thau balely do you Wrong. 


35 


P. Ew. I thank you, good my Lord, aud chank.you 


Rich. So wite, ſo young, they ſay do never live long. 


[Ade 


P. Edw. My Lords, 
thought my Mother, and my Brother York, 
Wou d long cer this have met us ou the Way; 
Sy Uncle G ter, if Our Brother come, 
Where thall we {ſojourn till our Coronation ? 


Rich. Where it thall ſeem beſt to your Royal ſelf; 


| May I adviſe you, Sir, ſome Day or two 
' Your Highneſs ſhall repoſe you at the Tower ; 


Then where you pleaſe, and thall be thought moſt fit 


Tor your beſt Health and Recreation. 


P. Edu. Why at the Tower ? But be it as you pleaſe. 


Buck. My Lord---your Brother's Grace of I ork. 
Enter Duke and Ducheſs of York. 


P. Edw. Richard of York ho farcs our deareſt Bro- 
ther? | | [ Embracing. 


D. York. O my dear Lord! So I muſt call you now. 


P. Edw. Ay Brother, to our Grief, as it is yours. 
Too ſoon he dy'd, who might have bettet worn 
That Title, which in me will loſe its Majeſty, 


Rich. How fares our Couſin, noble Lord of Tork? 
Duke York. Thank you kindly, dear Uncle---O my 


Lord, 
| You ſaid that idle Weeds were faſt in Growth, 
The King my Brother has out-grown me far. 
Rich. He has my Lord. 
Duke York. And therefore is he idle? 


C 4 


Rich. 
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Rich. O py Couſin, I muſt not fay fo. 

Duke York. Nay, Uncle, I don t believe the Saying's true, 
For it it were, you'd be an idle Weed. 

Rich. How ſo Couſin ? (fo faſt, 

Duke York. Becaule I have heard Folks ſay you grew 
Your Teeth wou'd gnaw a Cruſt at two Hours old: 
Now '"twas two Years e'cr I cou'd get a Tooth. 


Rich. Indeed! I find the Brat is taught this Leſſon | 


Who told thee this, my pretty merry Couſin ? 
Duke York. Why, your Nurſe, Uncle. 
Rich. My Nurſe, Child! the was dead before thou 
wer't born. 
Duke York. If 'twas not ſhe, I can't tell who told me > 
Rich. So ſubtle too tis pity thou art ſhort liv'd, 
P. Edw. My Brother, Uncle, will be croſs in Talk, 
Nich. O, fear not, my Lord, we ſhall never quarrel. 
P. Ed w. U hope your Grace knows how to bear with him. 
Duke York. You mean to beat me---not to bear with me 

Uncle, my Brother mocks both you and me, 

Becauſe that I am little like an Ape, 

He thinks that you ſhou d bear me on yout Shoulders. 
P. Edw. Fic, Brother, I have no ſuch Meaning. 
Stan. With what a tharp, provided Wit he reaſons, 

To mitigate the Scorn he gives his Uncle, 

He prettily and aptly taunts himſelf. 

Treſſ. So cunning and fo young is wonderful ! 
Rich. My Lord, will't pleaſe you paſs along? 

My ſelf, and my good Couſin Buckingham 

Will to your Mother, to entreat of her 

To meet and bid you welcome at the Tower. * 
Duke York. What! will you go to the Tower, Wy 

dear Lord? | 
P. Edw. My Lord Protector will have it fo. 
Duke York. I than't ficep in Quiet at the Tower. 
Rich. III warrant you---King Henry lay there, 


And he fleeps in Quiet. Ade. 


P. Edw. What thou'd you fear, Brother? 
Duke Yo; k. My Uncle Clarence Ghoſt, my Lord: 

My Grandmurner told me he was kill'd chere. 
P. Edu. I fear no Uncles dead. 


Rich, 


= 
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Rich. Nor any, Sir, chat live, I hope. 
p. Edw. I ** lo roo---but come, my Lords, 
To the Tower, fince it muſt be ſo. 
| [Ex. all but Richard and Buckingham. 
Buck, Think you, my Lord, this little prating York 


| Was not inſtructed by his ſubtle Mother 


| To taunt and (corn you thus opprobriouſly ? 


| Stubborn, bold, quick, forward aud capa 


—— — 


Rich. No doubt, no doubt; Otis a ſhrewd young Maſter ; 
le: 
He is all the Mother's from the Top to Toe; 
Bur let them reſt---now what ſays Catesby ? 
Buck. My Lord, tis much as I ſuſpected, and 
He's here himſelf to inform you. 


Enten Catesby. 
Rich. So Catesby---haſt thou been tampering 2 What 
News ? 
Cat. My Lord, according tothe Inſtruction given me, 
With Words at Diſtance dropt, I founded Haſtings, 
Piercing how far he did affect your Purpole ; 


| To which indeed I found him cold, unwilling : 
The Sum is this---he ſeem'd a while to underſtand me 


not. 

At lenge, from plainer ſpeaking urg'd to anſwer, 

ſaid in Hear, rather than wrong the Head 
To whom the Crown was due, he'd loſe his own. 
Nich. Indeed! his own then anſwer for that Saying : 
He ſhall be taken care of---mean while, Catesby, 
Be thou near me---Coulin of Buckingham 
Let's loſe no Time--the Mayor and Citizens 
Are now in buſie meeting at Guild-Hall ; 
Thither I'd have you halbe immediately, 
And at your meeteſt Vantage of the Time, 
Improve thoſe Hints I gave you late to ſpeak of: 


| Bur above all, infec the Baſtardy 


Of Edward's Children; 

Nay, for a need, thus far come near my Perſou ; 

Tell em, when my Mothcr went with Child ot me, 
My Princely Father then had Wars in Fance, 

And by true Computation of the Time, 

Fouad, 
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Found, that the Iſſue was not his begor, 
Which in his Lineaments too plain 
Being nothing like the Noble Tor“ my Father ; 
Yet touch this ſparingly, as twere far off. 
Becauſe, my Lord, you know my Mother lives. 
Buck. Doubt not, my Lord, I'll play the Orator, 
As if my ſelf might wear the Golden Fee 
For which I plead. | 
Rich. If you thrive well, bring em to ſee me here, 
Where you ſhall find me ſeriouſly employ'd 
With the moſt Learned Fathers of the Church. 
Buck. I fly, my Lord, to ſerve you. 
Rich. To ſerve thy felt, my Coufin. | 
For look when I am King, claim thou of me 
The Earldom of Hereford, and all thoſe Moveables 
Whereof he King my Brother ſtood poſſeſs'd. 
Buck. I ſhall remember that your Grace was bountiful, 
Rich. Couſin, I have ſaid it. 
Buck. I am gone, my Lord. Exit, 
Rich. So, I've ſecut d my Couſin here. Theſe Moveables 
Will never let his Brains have reſt till L am King. 
Go thou with Speed to Doctor Shaw, and thence, 
Catesby, 
To Frier Beuker-—haſte, and bid em both 
Attend me here, within au Hout at fartheſt; 


Mean while my private Orders thall be given, 


To lock up all Admittance to the Princes. 
Now, by St. Paul, the Work goes bravely on. 
How many frighiful Stops wou'd Conſcience make 
In (ome fott Heads ro undertake like me. 

Come, this Conſcience is a convenient Scare-crow ; 

It Guards the Fruit which Prieſts and wile Men taſte, 
Who never (er it up to fright themſelves ; 

They know '113 Rags, aud garher in the Face on't; 
While halt-ſtary'd thallow Daws, thro' Fear are honeſt. 
Why were Laws made, but that we're Rogues by Nature? 
Conſcience! tis aur Coin, we live by parting with it; 


And he thrives beſt, chat bas che molt to ſpare. 
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he proteſtin Lover buys Hope with it, 
and the Jelufed Virgin thort-liv'd - Pleature : 
Old grey Beards cram their Avarice with it; 
Your Lank-jaw'd hungry Judge will dine upon't, 


' And hang che Guiltlels, rather than eat his Mutton 


cold : 


| The Crown'd Head quits it for deſpotick Sway, 


— 


The ſtubborn People for unaw'd Rebellion. 
There's not a Slave but has his thare ot Villain: 
why then thall Afrer-Ages think my Deeds 
luhuman! fince my worlt ate but Ambition. 


Ev'n all Mankind to ſume loud Its incline : 
Great Men chuſe greater Sins, Ambition's mine. ¶ Exit. 


Enter Lady Anne. 


L. Anne. When, when mall I have Reſt! Wa 

Marriage made 

To be the Scourge of our Offences here ? 

Oh! no-—"twas meant a Bleſling to the Vermous ; 

It once was fo to me, tho now my Curte. 

The Fruit of Edward's Love was Sweet and Pleaſing : 

bat oh! untimely cropt by cruel Richard; 

Who rudely having grafted on his Stock, 

Now makes my Lite yicl4 only Sorrow. 

let me have Muſick io compole my Thoughts, 

[Soft Muſick. 

I will not be---naught, but the Grave can cloſe my 
Eycs. . 

How A* labour ing Wretches take their Reſt, 

While I, Night after Night, with Cares lie waking ; 


& if the gentle Nurſe of Nature, Sleep, 


i 


. 
N 

1 
* 


Had vow'd to rock my pecvith Senſe no more. 
O partial Sleep! can'(t thou in ſmoaky Cottages 


| Szerch out the Pealant's Limbs on Beds of Straw, 


Aud lay him taſt, cramm'd with diſtrefsful Bread! 
Iet in the ſofteſt Breeze of peaceful Night, 
Juder the Canopies of coſtly State, 
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Tho' lull'd with Sounds of ſweeteſt Melody, 

Refuſe one Moment's Slumber to a Princes ? 
O Mockery ot Greatneſs! But ſee, 

He comes, the rude Diſturber of my Pillow. 


Enter Richatd. 
Rich. Ha! ſtill in Tears! let them flow on ; they're Signs 
Of a ſubſtantial Grief---w hy don't the die? 
She muſt, my Intereſt won't let her live. 
The fair Elizabeth hath caught my Eye; 
My Heart's vacant, and the thall fill ber Place. 
They ſay, that Women bave but tender Hearts: 
"Tis a miſtake I doubt --I've found em tough: 
They'll bend indeed- · but he mult ſtrain that cracks em. 
All 1 can bepe's to throw her into Sickneſs, 
Thar I way ſend her a Phyſician's help. 
So, Madam, what, you itil! take care, I ſee, 
To let the World believe 1 love you not. 
This outward Mourning now has Malice int, 
So have theſe ſullen diſobedient Tears: 
III have you tell the World I doat on you. 
L. Anne. I with I con'd---bur twill not be buliev'd; 
Have I deſerv'd this Ulage ? | 
Rich. You have --you do not pleaſe me, as at firſt. 
L. Anne. Whac have I done 2 What horrid Crimc 
committed? 
Rich. To me the worſt of Crimes, out- li- d my Liking. 
L. Anne. If that he criminal, juſt Heaven be kind, 
And take me while my Peniterce is warm: 
O Sir, forgive, and kill me. 
Rich. Umb! no- -the meddling World will call ut 
Murder, 
And I wou'd have em think me pitiful : 
Now wer't thou not afraid of Selt-deſtruction, 
Thou haſt a fair Excuſe for't. 
L. Anne. How fain wou'd I be friends with Death, 
—O name it. | 


Rich. Thy Husband's Hate---nor do I hate thee only 


From the duli d Edge of fared Appetite, 
Burt from the caget Love I bear another. 


Some 
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come call me Hypocrite - hat thinkſt thou now ? Do 

| Idifſemble? (ſembled. 

L. Anne. Thy Vows of Love to me were all di- 

Rich. Not one---for when I told thee fo, I loyd: 
Thou art the only Soul I never yet decety'd , 

And 'tis my Honeſty that tells thee now, 

With all my Heart | hate thee. 


If this have no Eftect, the is immottal. [Aſae. 
L. Anne. Forgive me Heaven, that I forgave this 
O may ry Story, told in after Ages, (Man. 


Give Warning to our calic Sex's Ears; 
May it unveil the Hearts of Men, and ſtrike 
Them deat co their diſſimulated Love. 


Enter Catesby. 2 
cat. My Lord, his Grace of Buc"inghan attends 
Your Highnets' Pleaſure. 
Rich. Wait on him--TI'll expect him here. [Ex. Cat. 
Your Abſence, Madam, will be neceſſary. 
L. Anne. Wou'd my Death were ſo-- Exit. 
Rich. It may be ſhortly. 


Enter Buckingham. 

So, my Couſin, what ſay the Citizens 
Buck. Now, by our Hopes, my Lord, they ate 

lenſeleſs Stones: 

Their heſitatiug Fear has ſtruck em dumb. (dren. 
Rich. Touch d you the Baſtardy of Edward's Chil- 
Buck. 1 did, with his Contract to Lady Lucy; 

Nay, lus own Baſtardy, and Tyiauny tor Iriſſes, 

Laid open all your Victoties in cotland, 

Your Diſcipline in War, Wudom iu Peace 

Your Bounty, Juſtice, fair Hurulity; 

Indeed lett nothing that migh. gild our Cauſe 

 Untouch'd, or ſlightly handled in my Talk: 

And when my Oration drew towards au, End, L 

I urg'd of them that lov'd their Country God, 

To do you Right, and ciy, Lung live King Nichard. 
Rich And did they ſo? ; wax'dy 
Buck, Not one, by Heavcn---: aach like 5 ues 


Specculels 


38 The Tragical HISTORY 


Speechleſs and pale, ſtar'd in his Fellow's Face, 
Which, when I law, I rep:chended them, 
And ask d the Mayor what meant this wilful Silence 
His Anſwer was, the People were not us'd 
To be ipoken to bur by the Recorder ; 
Who then took on him to repeat my Words. 
Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Dyke inferr'd ; 
Bur nothing urg'd in Warrant from himſelf. 
When he Pad done, ſome Followers of my own, 
At lower End of th'Hall hurl'd up their Caps, 
And ſome ten Voices cry'd, God ſave King Richard: 
At which I took the Vamage of thole few, 
And cry'd, Thanks, gentle Citizens, and Friends, 
This genetal Applauſe, aud cheerful Shout, 
Argues your Wildom, and your Love to Richard, 
And ev'n here broke oft, and came away. 
ich. O Tongue-lcls Blocks! wou'd they not ſpeak? 
Will nor the Mayor then, and his Breth';er: come ? 
Buck. The Mayor is here at Hand---teign you ſome 
And be not {poke with, but by mighty Suit. (Fear, 
A Prayer-Book in your Hand, my Lord, were well, 
Standing between two Churchmen of Repute; 
For on that Ground I'll make an holy Deſcant; 
Yet be not eaſily won to our Requeſts 
Seem, like the Virgin, fearful of your W:thes. 
Rich. My other felt !---- my Counſel's Conſiſtory 
My Oracle! my Prophet! my dear Coulin ! 
I, as a Child, will go by thy Direction. (Lord, 
Buck. Hark! the Lord Mayor's at hand -away, my 
Nor doubt, but yer we reach our Point propos d. 
Rich. We cannot fail, my Lord, while. you are Pilot: 
A lute Plattery ſomctimes docs well, Exit. 


Enter Lord Mayor, and Citixens. 
Buck. Welcome, my Lord, I dance Attendance here, 
I'm atrail the Duke will not be [poke wuhal. 


Euter Care:by. F 
Now, Cate:by, wha: lays your Lordi my Reoquelt? 
Cat. My Lord, he humbly doc; imte your fotace 
To viſit bun to Morrow, or nex: Dat it 
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He's now tetit d with two Right Revetend Fathers 
Divinely bent ro Meditation ; 
And in no worldly Suits wou'd he be mov'd 
To imerrupt his holy Exerciſe. 
Fuck. Return, good Catesby, to the gracious Duke; 
Tel! him, my felt, the Mayer, and Citizens, 
In deep Deſigns, in Matters of great Moment, 
No le(s importing than our general Good, 
Arc come to have ſome Conference with his Grace. 
Cat. My Lord, I'll inſtantly inform his Highneſs. 
Buck. Ah, my good Lord! this Prince is not an 
He is not lolling on a lewd Love-Bed, (Edward ; 
Bur on his Knces at Meditation; 
Not dally ing with a Brace of Courtezaus ; 
ut with two deep Divines in Secret Praying : 
Happy were England, wou'd this viruous Prince 
Take on himſelt the Toil of Sovetcignty. 
L. May. Happy indeed my Lord. 
He will not ſure, refuſe our profer'd Love. (Mind's 
Buck, Alas, my Lord! you know him not, his 


Above this World---he's for a Crown immortal. 


Look there, his Door opens: now where's our Hope? 
L. May. See where his Grace ſtands, 'tween two 


Clergymen. (bution. 


Buck. Ay, ay, 'tis there he's caught--there's his Am- 
L. May. How low he bows to thank em for their 


And (ce! a Prayer-Book in his Hand! (Care ; 


0 


Buck. Would be were King, we'd give him Leave to 
pray: 
Methinks I with it for the Love he bears the City. 


* How have I heard him vow, he thought it hard 


. 
. 
[ 
| 


The Mayor ſhou'd loſe his Title with his O flice. 
Well, who knows? He may be won. 

L. May. Ah, my Lord! 

Buck. See, he comes forth my Friends be reſolute, 
I know he's cautious to a Fault, but do not 
Leave him till our houeſt Suit be granted. 


D 2 > Enter 
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Enter Richard with a Book. 
Rich. Couſin of Buckingham, 
I do beſeech Grace to pardon me, 
Who, ear in my zealous Mediation, 
So long deferr'd the Service of my Friends ; 
Now do I fear I've done ſome ſtrange Offence, 
That looks diſgracious in the City's Eye. If fo, 
*Tis juft you thou'd reprove my Ignorance. 
Buck. You have, my Lord; we wiſh your Grace 
On our Entreaties wou'd amend your Fault. 
Rich. Elſe wherefore breathe I in a Chriſtian Land! 
Buck. Know then it is your Fault, that you reſign 
The Sceptred Office of your Auceſtors 
Fair England's Throne, your own due Right of Birth, 
To the Corruption of a blemiſh'd Stock, 
While in the Mildneſs of your ſleeping Thoughts, 
(Which here we waken to our Country's Good 
This wounded Iſle does want her proper Limbs, 
Which to ſecure, join'd with theſe Loyal Men, 
Your very worſhipful, and loving Friends ; 
And by their zcalous Inſtigation, 
In this juſt Cauſe, I come to move your Highneſs, 
That on your gracious ſelf you'd take the Charge, 
And Kingly Government of this your Land, 
Not as Protector, Steward, Subſtitute, 
Or lowly Factor tor another's Cain; 
But as ſucceſſively from Blood to Blood, 
Your own by Right of Birth, and Lineal Glory. 
Rich. I cannot cell, if ro depart in Silence, 
Or bitterly to ſpeak in your Reproof, 
Fits beſt with my Degree, or your Condition; 
Therefore to {peak in juſt Refuſal of your Suit, 
And then in Speaking not to check my Friends; 
Definitively thus I eas Hom you : 
Your Love deſerves my Thanks; but my Deſert 
Unmeritable, ſhuns your fond Requeſt; 
For, Heav'n be thank'd, there 1s no necd of me, 
The Royal Stock bas kit us Royal Fruir, 
Which meilow'd by the ſteahng Hours of Tine 
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will well become the Seat of Majeſty, 

and make us (uo doubt] happy by his Reign. 

On lum 1 lay what you wou'd lay on me, 

Tix Right and Fortune of his happy Stars; 

Which Heav'n forbid my Thoughts ſhou d rob him of. 
Buck. My Lord, this argues Conſcience in your Grace; 

zut Circumſtauces well confidered, 

The weak Reſpects rhereof are nice and trivial. 

You ſay that Edward was your Brother's Son, 

o ſay we too, but not by Edward's Wife; 

If folemn Contracts are of any Force, 

Thar Ti:le Juſtice gave to Lady Lacy 

Ev'n of bis Buch cou'd I ſeverely ſpeak, 

Save that for Reverctice to ſome alive, 

| give a ſparing Limit to my Tongue. {Grace 
L. May. Upon our Kuces, my Lord, we beg your 

To weat chis precious Robe of Diguuy, 

Which on a Cluld muſt fit too looſe and heavy; 

Tis yours, befitting both your Wildom, and your 
Cat. My Lord, this Colduefs is unkind, (Birch. 

Nor ſuits it with ſuch ardent Loyalty. 
Buck. O make em happy! Grant their lawful Suit. 
Rich. Alas, why —— you heap this Care on me! 

am uufit for State and Majeſty. 

I thank you for your Loves, but muſt declare 

(I do beleech you take it not amils) 

Iwill not! dare not! muſt not yield to you. 
Buch. If you refuſe us,gghro' a foft Remotſe, 

Loath to depoſe the Child, your Brother's Son 5 

(As well we know your Teuderneſs of Heart.) 

Yet know, tho' you deny us to the laſt, 

Your Brother's Son ſhall never reign our King, 

But we will plant ſome other in the Throne, 

To the Diſgrace and Downfal of your Houle : 
And thus refolv'd, I bid you, Sir, farcwel; 

| My Lord, and Gentlemen, I crave your Pardon 

For this vain Trouble---my Iutent was Good, 

I wou'd have ſery'd my Country, and my King, 

But 'twill not be---Farewel, when next we mcet. 
L. May. Be not too rath, my Lord, his Grace relents, 

D 3 i Buck. 
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Buck. Away, you but deceive your felves. [Exig. Oh! | 


Cat. Sweet Prince, accept their Suit. Nor 
L. May. It you deny us, all the Land will rue it. For, 1 
Rich. Call him again---you will enforce me to aud E 
A World of Cares---I am not made of Stone, Th' ac 
Eut penetrable to your kind Entreaties; Out li 
Tho' Heav'n knows, againſt my own iuclining. 
Co 
Enter Buckingham. Cr 


Coutin of Buckingham, and lage, grave Men, 

Since you will buckle Fortune on my Back, 

To bear her Burthen, whether I will or no, 

i muſt have Patzence to endure the Load; LOT 

But it black Scandal, her foul-fac'd Reproach 

Artend the Seove! of your Impoſitiou, 

Your meer Enforcement thall acquittance me, 

For Hcav'n knows, as you may all partly ſce, 

How far I am from the Detire of this. [will ſay i, 
Z. May. Heav'n guard your Grace; we lec it, and 
N. J. You will but {ay the Truth, my Lord. 
tuck. My Heart's ſo full, it ſcarce has Vent for 

My Knee will better ſpeak my Duty now; (Words, P. E. 

Loug live our Sovereign, Richard, King of England. 


Rich. Indced, your Words have touch'd nic ucatly, 2 
Couſin > Wha 
Pray tiſe- I with you cou'd recal em. (Morrow, P. 
tuck. It wou'd be Treaſon now, my Lord; to My! 
If it fo pleaſe your Majcfty, from Council Or 1 
Orders ſhall be given tor your Corouation. I'm 
Kich. Een when you pleaſe, for you will have it fo, All r 
Fuck, To Morrow then -we will attend your Ma- And 
And now we take our Leaves with Joy. (jelly, Wh 
Rich. Coulin, adicu---my loving Friends, farewel. - And 

I mult to my holy Work agen. SR 
Ex. omnes preter Richard. Z 

Why, now my Golden Dream is out --- D 
Ambition, like an early Friend, throws back You 
My Curtains with an capger Hand, o'erjoy'd 1 
To tell me What I dream't is true A Crown! J 
T hou bright Reward of eycr-dating Minds; 1 
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Oh! bow thy awful Glory wraps my Soul! 
Nor c. 1 tize Means that got thee, dim thy Luſtre: 
For, not Mcns Love, Fcar pays thee Adoration. 
And Fame no: more {urvives from Good than Evil Deeds 
Th' acquiring Yourh that fit d tht Epheſian Dome, 
Outlives in Fame the pious Foo! that ras's it. 


Conſcience lie ſtill, more Lives ma yet be drein d; 
Crowns got with Bluud, muſt be with L/40d maintain'd. 
[Exit, 

The End of the Tvi;d ACT. 


A 
SCENE the Tower. 


Enter Queen, P. Edward, D. York, Duch. York. 
and Lady Anne in Tears. 


P. Edw. Jy Rav, Madam, do not leave me yet, 
For I have many more Complaints to tell you, 

Queen. And I waable to rcdrefs the leaſt, 

What wou'dſt thou ſay my Child: 

P. Edu. O, Mother, ſince I firſt have lain i'th' Toter 
My Reſt has ſtill been broke with frightful Dreams, | 
Or ſhocking News has wak d me into Tears: 

I'm ſcarce allow'd a Friend to viſit me; 

All my old honeſt Servants are turn'd off, 

And in their Rooms ate ſtrauge ill-natur'd Fellows, 
Who look fo bold, as they were all my Maſters ; 
And I'm afraid, thicy'i! {hortly take you from me. 

Ducb. York. O mournful hearing: 

Z. Anne. O! unhappy Prince! 

D. Tor. Dear Brother, why do you weep fo ? 

You make me cry too ! 

Queen. Alas, poor Innocence ! 

P. Edu. Wou'd I but knew, at what my Uncle aims; 
F "twere my Crown, I'd freely giye it him, 


80 
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do he'd but let me joy my Lite in quiet. 
D. York. Why, will my Uncle kill us, Brother > 
P. E<. I hope he won't-----we never injur'd him. 
Qucen. I cannot beat to ſee emthus. | Weeping. 


Stan. Madam, I hope your Majeſty will patdon 
What I am griev'd to tell, unwelcome News! 

Queen. Ah me! more Sorrow yet! my Lord we've long 
De!parr'd of happy Tydings; pray what ist? : 

Stan. On Ida laſt, your Noble Kinſmen, Rivers, 
| Grey, and Sir Thomas Fayghan, at Pom ſret 
Were exccuted on a publick Scaffold. 

Duch. York. O diſmal Tydings! 

F. Ldw. O poor Uncles! 1 doubt my Turn is next. 

L. Anne. Nor mine, I fear, far off. 

Queen. Why then, let's welcome Blood and Maſſacte, 
Viel! all our Throats to the fierce Tyger's Rage, 
Aud dic lamenting one auother's Wrougs; 

G! I forefaw tlus Ruin of our Houſe. [Weeps, 
Enter Catesby. 

Cat. Madam, the King 
Has ſent me to inform your Majeſty, 

That you prepare (as is advis'd from Council) 
To morrow for your Royal Coronation. 

Qreen. What do I hear? Support me Heaven. 

L. Anne. Deſpiteful Tydings! Oh unpleaſing News! 
Alas, I heard of this before, but could not 
For my Soul take Heart to tell you of it. 

Cat. The King does farther with your Majeſty 
Wou'd leſs employ your Viſits at the Tower; 

He gives me leave t attend you to the Court, 
And is impatient, Madam, till he ſees you. 

L. Anne. Farewel to all; and thou poor injur d Queen, 
Forgive the unfriendly Duty I mult pay. 

Qzeen. Alas, kind Soul, I cavy not thy Glory, 

Nor think I'm pleas'd thou'rxt Partner in our Sorrow, 

Cat, Madam, 


JL. Ann, 
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Z. Anne. I come. 
Queen. Fare wel, thou woful Welcomer of Glory. 
Cat. Shall 1 attend your Majeſty. 
E. Anne. Attend me! whither, to be Crown'd ? 
Let me with deadly Venom be anointed, 
And die ere Men can ſay, Long live the Queen. 


47 


Queen. Poor grieving Heart! I pity thy Complaining, 
L. Anne. No more than with my Soul I mourn tot 


yours 5 


A long farewel to all. [Exit with Catesby. 


Stan. Take Comfort, Madam. 
Queew. Alas! where is it to be found? 
Death and Deſtructiou follow us fo cloic; 
They ore muſt oertake us. 
Stan, In Britanny, 
My Son-in-Law, the Earl of Richmond ſtill 
| Kelides, who with a jealous Eye obſerves 
The lawleſs Actions of Aſpiring Richard; 
To him, wou'd I adviſe you, Madam, fl 
Forthwith for Aid, Pr ion, and Redreſs. 
He will, I'm (ure, with open Arms receive you. 
Duch. York. Delay not, Madam, 
For tis the only Hope that Heaven has left us. 


82 Do with me what you pleaſe for any Change 
Mu : 


ſurely better our Condition. 


Stan. I farther wou'd adviſe you, Madam, this Inſtant 


To remove the Princes to ſome 
Remote abode, where you your ſelf are Miſtreſs. 


P. Edu. Dear Madam, take ine hence, for I thaltuc'er 


Enjoy a Moment's quiet here. 
D. York. Nor I; pray Mother let me go too. 


Queen. Come then, my pretty young Ones, let's 


For here you lie within the Falcon's reach, 
Who watches but th' unguarded Hour to ſeize you. 


Enter Lieutenant. 
Lieu. I beg your Majeſty will pardou me; 
But the young Princes muſt, on no Account, 
Haye Egreis trom the Tower. 


Not 
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Nor muſt, (without the King's eſpecial Licence, 

Of what Degree ſoever, any Perſon 

Have admittance to 'em---all mult retire. 

Qucen. I am their Mother, Sir, who elſe commands 
If I paſs frecly they thall follow me. (em! 
For * take the peril of your Fault upon my 

3 

Lieu. My Inclination, Madam, wou'd oblige you; 
But I am bound by Oath, and muſt obey ; 

Nor, Madam, can I now with ſafety anſwer 

For this continued Viſit. 

Pleaſe you my Lord to read theſe Orders. 

Qteen. O Heav'nly Powers! thall 1 not ſtay with em! 
Lieu. Such are the King's Commands, Madam, 
Queen. My Lord ! 

Stan. 'Tis too true---and it were vain t oppoſe em. 

Queen. Suppott me Heav'n! 

For Life can never bear the Pangs of ſuch a parting 

O my poor Children! O diſtrating Thought! 

I dare not bid em (as I ſhould) fare wel; 

And then to part in Silence, ſtabs my Soul! 

P. Edu. What muſt you leave us, Mother? 

Queen, What thall I ſay? 

Pur tor a time my Loves---we ſhall meet agen, 

At leaſt in Heav'n. 

D. York. Won't you take me with you Mother? 

I {hall be ſo fraid to ſtay when you are gone. 

Queen. I cannot ſpeak to em, and yet we muſt 
Be parted---then let theſe Kiſſes ſay re 
Why! O why! juſt Heav'n, muſt theſe be our laſt! 

Duch. York. Give not your Grief ſuch way---be ſudden 

when you part. 

Queen. I will ſince it muſt be---to Heav'n I leave em. 
Hear me, you guardian Vowers of Innocence! 

Awake or ſleeping- O protect em ſtill; 

Still may their helplels Yourh attract Mens Pity, 

That when the Arm of Crue!:y is rais'd, 

Their Looks may drop the lifted Dagger down 

From the ſtern Murderer's relenting Hand , 

And throw hun on his Kuces in P'enitence. 


[ Aſide. 
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Both Pr. O Mother! Mother! 
Queen. O my poor Children! [Exeunt ſeverally. 


SCENE tbe Preſence. 


. Diſcovering Richard Seated, Buckingham, Catesby, 


Ratcliff, Lovel, &. 


Rich. Stand all apart. Couſin of Buckingham. 
Buck. My gracious Sovetcigu. 
Rich. Give me thy Hand : | 


A length by thy Advice, and thy Aſſiſtance 


ls Richard ſeated on the Engliſh Throne. 


Bur lay, my Couſin, what 
Shall we wear theſe Glories for a Day) 
Or mall they laſt, and we rejoice in ein? 
Buck. I hope for Ages, Sir---long may they grace you 
Rich. O Buckingham ! now do l play the Touchſtone, 
To try if thou be current Friend indeed. 
Young Edward lives, ſo does his Brother York. 
Now thipk what I wou'd ſpeak. 
Buck. Say on my Gracious Lord. 
Rich. I tell thee, Cuz, I've lately had two Spiders 
Crawling upon my ſtartled Hopes---now tho' 
Thy triendly Hand has btuth'd em from me, 
Yer ſtill they crawl offenſive to my Eyes; 
| wou'd have ſome Friend to tread upon em. 
| wou'd be King, my Couſin. 
Buck. Why fo I think you are, my Royal Lord. 
Rich, Ha! amiI King? 'ris fo---but---Edward live: 
Buck. Moſt true, my Lord. 
Rich. Couſin, thou wer't not won't ro be {o dul! 
Shall 1 Le plain---I with the Baſtards dead; 
and I wou'd have it ſuddenly per ſorm'd: 
Now, Couſin, can'ſt thou anſwer me: 
Buct. None dare diſpuæ your Highneſs' Pleaſute. 
Rich. Indeed! methinks thy Kindneſs freezes Couſin, 
Thou doſt refuſe me then !---rhey thal! rot die. 
Buch. y Lord, ſince tis au Action cannot be 


Recall'd, 
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Recall'd, allow me but ſome pauſe to think, 


I'll inſtantly reſolve your Highneſs. [Erin 


Cat. The King feems angry, fee he gnaws his Lip. 
K ich. I'll hencetorth deal with horte r-1ghted Fools 
None ate for me, that loc k into my Deeds s 
With thinking Eyes--- 
High- reaching buckinghan grows citcumſpect; 
The beſt on't 15, it may be done without him, 
Tho' not ſo well perhaps had he contented, 
Why, then the Murther had been his, not mine. 
We'll make a thitr as 't1s---Come hither, Catciby ; 
Where's that fame Irrel, whom thou toldit me of? 
Hag thou given him tho Sums of Gold I order d! 
Cat. I bave, my Liege. 
Rich. Where is he? 
Cat. He waits your Highneſs" Plcaſute. 
Rich. Give him this Ring, and ſay my {elf 
Will bring him farther Orders inſtauly. [Exit. Ca. 
The decp revolving Duke of Buckingham 
No more thall be the Neighbour to my Counſel; : 
Has he fo long held out with me untit d, 
And ſtops he now for Breath? Well, Le it fo. 


Enten Lord Stanley. 
How now, Lord Stanley, what's the News? 
Stan. I hear, my Liege, the Lord Marquis of Dorſet 
Is fied to kichmorrd, now n Þritanny., | | 
Rich. Why, let him go, my Lord, he may be ſpar'd. 
Hark thee, Ka, when ſaw it thou Aune my Quech ? 
Is the ſtill weak: Has wy Phyſician ſcen her? 
Rat. He has, my Lord, and tears her mightily. 
Rich. But he's excelling skiltul, the'il mend tbortly. 
Rat. 1 hope the will, my Lord. 
Rich. And it ſhe does, I have miſtook my Man, 
I muſt be marry to wy Brother's Dauglxer, 
At whom I know the Briten Richmo;:d ums; 
And by that Knct, looks proudly on the Cre un. 
Bur then to ſtain me with her Brother's Blood; 
Is that the way to woos the Sifler's Lo e? 
No matter what's the way---{or while they live 


My 
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My goodly Ki::olom's on a weak Foundation. 
F--\ | 2 : 
'Tis doue, my dating Heart's relolv'd---they're dead? 


Eten Buckingham. 
Buck. My Lord, I have confider'd in my Mind, 
The late Kequeſt tlat you did found me in. 
Rich. Well, let that relt--- Dorſet is fled to Richmond. 
Buck. I have heard the News, my Lord. ſhim, 
Rich. Stanley, he's your near Kinſman well, look to 
Buck. My Lord, I claim that Gift, my due by Promiſe, 
For which your Honour, and your Faith's engag' d,; 
The Earldom of Hereford, and thoſe Moveables, 
Which you have promiſed I thall poſſeſs. 
Rich. Stanley, look ro your Wife, if the convey 
Letters to Richmond, you ſhall anſwer it. 
Buck. What fays your Highneſs to my juſt Requeſt ? 
Piech. I do temeinbet me, Harry the Sixth 
Did prophety, that Richmond thou'd be King, 
When Richmond was a peevith Boy. 
Tis 9dd---a King pethaps. 


Enter Catesby: 
Cat. My Lord, I have obey'd your Highneſs, Orders. 
Buck. Nay it pleaſe you to reſolve me in my Suit. 
Rich. Lead Tirrel to my Cloter, Ill meet him. 
Buck. I beg your Highneſs Ear, my Lord? 
Rich. I'm buſy---thou troubleſt me --I'm not 1th" 
Vein. Exit. 
Buch. O Patience Heav'n ! ist thus he pays my Service 2 
Vas it for this I rars'd him to the Throne? 
Oh, if che peaceful Dead have any Senſe 
Of thoſe vile Injuries they bore, while living, 
Then {ure the joy ful Souls of Blood- ſuck'd Edward, 
Henry, Clarence, Haſtings and all that thro' 
His toul corrupted Dealings have miſcatry'd, 
Will from the Walls of Heav'n in Smiles look down } 
To lee this Tyrant tumbling from his Throne, 
His Fall unmourn'd, and bloody as their own. g 
| [Exie, 
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SCENE the Tower. 
Entey Turrel, Dighton, and Foreſt. 


Tir. Come, Gentlemen. 

Have you concluded on the Means ? 

Foreſt. Smothering will make no Noiſe, Sir. 

Tir. Let it be done i' th' dark for ſhou'd you ſee 
Their young Faces, who knows how far their Looks 
Of Innocence may tempt you into Pity. 

Foreſt. Tis Eaſe, and living well, makes Innocence. 
I hate a Face leſs guilty than my own ; 

Were all that now ſeem Honeſt, deep as we 
In Trouble, and in Want, they'd all be Rogues. 
Tir. Stand back---Lieutenant, have you brought the 
Keys ? 


Enter Lieutenant. 
Lieu. 1 have em, Sir. [Gives a Ring. 
Tir. Then here's your Warrant to deliver em. 
Lien. Your Scrvaut, Sir. 
What can this mean ! Why at this drad of Night 
To give em too! 'Tis not for me t'enquite. [ Exit. 
Tis. There Gentlemen; [ Exeunt ſeverally. 
That way------you have no farther need of ur. 


Enter Richard 
Rich. Wou'd it were done: 
There is a buſie ſomething here, 
That fooliſh Cuſtom has made terrible, 
To the intent of evil Deeds; 
And Nature too, as if ſhe knew 
Me Womanith, and Weak, tugs at 
My Hcart-Sttiugs with complaining Cries, 
To talk me from my Purpole----- 
And then the thought of what 
Mens Tongues will tay, of what their Hearts miſt think: 
To have no Creatwe love me Living, nor 


My Memory when Dead 
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Shall future Ages, when theſe Childrens Tale 
Is told, drop Tears in pity of their hapleſs Fate, 
And read with Detcſtation the Miſdeeds of Richard, 
The crook-back d Tyrant, Cruel, Barbarous, 

And Bloody---will they not ſay too, 

That to poſſeſs the Crown, nor Laws Divine 

Nor Human ſtopt my way---why let em ſay ut; 

They can't but bo I had the Crown; 

I was not Fool as well as Villain. 

Hark! the Murder's doing, Princes fare wel, 

To me there's Muſick in your Fafling- Bell. [Exit, 


Enter Titel. 


Tir. 'Tis done; the barbarous bloody Act is done 
' Ha! the King---his coming hither at this 


Late Hour, ſpeaks him impatient for the News. 
Enter Richard. 


Rich. Now my Tirre!, how ate the Brats diſpos d 
Say am I happy? Haſt chou dealt upon em? 
ir. It to have done the thing you gave in Charge 
Feget your Happineſs, then, Sir, be happy, 
For it is done. 
Rich. But did'ſt thou ſee em dead? 
Tir. I did, my Lord. 
Rich. And buried, my good Tirrel? 
Tir. In that I thought to ask your Grace's Pleaſure. 
Rich. I have 1t---I'll have em ſute get me a Coffin 
Full of Holes, let em be both cramm'd into it, 
And hark thee, in the Night-nde throw 'em down 
The Thames---once in, they'll find the way to the Bottom; 
Mean time, but think how I may do thee Good, 
And be Inheritot of thy Deſite. 
Tir. I humbly thank your Highneſs. 
Rich. About ic ſtraight, good Tirrel. 
Tir. Conclude it done, my Lord. (Exit. 
Rich. Why then my loudeſt Fears are huſh d; 
The Sous of Edward bave Eternal Reſt, 
| „ And 
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And Arne, my Wife, has bid this World Good- Night 

| While fait Elizabeth, my beauteous Niece, : 

Like a New-Morn, lights onward to my Wilkes, 
Enter Catcsby. 

Cat. My Lord. (bluntly 

Rich. Good News, or bad, that thou com'ſt in ſo 

Eat. Bad News, my Lord, Mo: ton is fled to Richmond, 
And Buckingham, back d with the hardy Welſhmes, 
Is in the Field, and ſtill his Power increaſes. 

Rich. Morton with Richmond, touches me more near 
Than Buckingham, and his raſh levy'd Numbers. | 
But come, Dangers retreat, when boldly they're couſtonted, 
And dull Delays lead Impotence and Fear, 

Then fiery Expedition raiſe my Arm 
And fatal may it fall on cruſh d Rebellion 


ay „ 


* 
F Sr oHM 


Let's muſlker Men, my Council is my Shield, | 
We muſt be brief when Traztors brave the Field, [Exit, | 


Enter Queen, and Ducheſs of York. 

Queen. O my poor Children---O my tender Babe? 
My unblown Flowers, pluck d by untimely Hands; b 
If yet your gentle Souls fly in the Air, 

And be not fix d in Doom perperual ; 

Hover about me with your airy Wings, 

And hear your Mother's Lamentation. 

Why 12 their Guardian Angels, when this Decd was 
One 2 

Dacb. York. So many Miſet ies have drein d my Eyes, 
That my Woe- westied Tongue is ſtill and mute; 

Why ſhou'd Calamity be full of Words:? 

Queen. Let's gie em Scope, for tho they can t remove, 

Yer they do eaſe Affliction. ; 3 

Ducb. York. Why then, let us be loud in Exclamations 
To Richard, haſte, and pierce him with our Crics 
That from henceforth his Conſcience may out-tongue 
The cloſe Whiſpers of his relentleſs Heart. 

Hark! his Trumpet founds---this Way he mult pals. 
[Trumpet ſounds a March. 


| Queen, Alas! I've not the daring to contront * 
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Dach. York. I have a Mother's Right, I'll force hun ly 
hear me. i 


Enter Richard and Catesby, with Forces. 
Rich. Who intercepts me in my Expedition ? 
Duch. York. Doſt thou not know me? Art thou not 
my Son? 
Rich. I cry you, Mercy, Madam, Is it you? 
Duch. York Art thou my Sou ? | 
Rich. I, I thank Heav'n, my Father, and your ſelf. 
Duch. kor. Then I command thee hear me. 
Rich. Madam, I have a touch of your Condition, 
That cannot brook the Accent of Reproof. 
Dauch. York. _ I'll be mild and gentle in my Words. 
Rich. And brict, good Mother, for I am in haſte. 
Duch. York. Why, I have ſtaid for thee (juſt Heav'n 
In Torment and Agony. (knows, 
Rich. And came I not at laſt to comfort you? 
Duch. York. No, on ge hay too well chou know'ſt it, 
A grievous Burthen was thy Birth to me, 
Techy and Way ward was thy Infancy, 
Thy Prime of Manhood, daring, bold, and ſtubborn, 
Thy Age confirm'd, moſt ſubtle, proud, and bloudy. 
Rich. If I am fo diſgracious in your Eye, 
Let me march on, 2 yon, Madam; 
Strike up the Drum. 
Duch. York. Yet ſtay, I charge thee heat me. 
Queen. If not, hear me---for I have Wrongs will ſpeak 
Without a Tongue---methanks the very Sight 
Of me thou'd turn thee into Stone 
Where are my Children, Richard? 
Duch. York. Where is thy Brother Clarence? 
Queen, Where Haſtings ? 
Duch. York. Rives? 
Queen. Vaughan? 
Dach. York. Grey? | 
Rich. A Flouriſh, Trumpets, ſtrike Alarum Drums, 
Let not the Heaven's hear theſe Tell-cale Women 
Raul on the Heaven's Anointed----------Scrike, 1 fay: 
Aurum of Drums and Ti: wnij ets. 
E 3 Tuber 
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Either be patient, and entreat me fait, 
Or with the clamotous Report of War 
Thus will I drown your Exclamations. 
Duch. York. Then hear me Heay'n, and Heay'n at his 
lateſt Hour 
Be deaf to him, as he is now to me. 
Ere from this War he turn a Conqueror, 
Ye Powers, cut off his dangerous Thread of Life, 
Leſt his black Sins rife highet in Account, 
Than Hell has Pains to puniſh. 
Miſchance aud Sorrow wait thee to the Field, 
Heart's Diſcontent, languid, and lean Deſpair, 
With all the Hells of Guilt purfue thy Steps for ever. 
Exit. 
pcs, Tho' far more Cauſe, yet much leſs 4 to 
curſe. 


Abides in me- -I (ay Amen to her. 
Rich. Stay, Madam, I wou'd beg ſome Words with you. 
Queen. What can ſt thou ask, that I have now to grant: 

Ist another Son? Richard, I have none. 

Rich. You have a beauteous Daughter, call'd Elizabeth. 
Queen. Muſt the die too ? 
Rich. For whoſe fair Sake I'll bring more Good to you, 

Than ever you or yours from me had Harm. 

Son the Lethe of thy angry Soul 

Thou'lt drown the (id Kemembrance of thoſe Wrongs 

Which thou ſuppoſeſt me the cruel Cauſe of. 

Queen. Be brief, leſt that the Procels of thy Kindneſs 

Laſt longer _ than thy Kindneſs Dare. 

Rich. Know then, that from my Soul I love the fair 

Elizabeth, and will, with your Permiſſion, 

Seat her on the Throne of England. 

Queen. Alas! vain Man, how can'ſt thon wooe her ? 
Rich. That wou d 1 learn of you, 

As one being beſt acquainted with het Humour. 
Queen. It thou wilt learn of me, then wooe her thus, 

Send to her by the Man tha: kild her Brothers, 

A Parr of bleeding Hearts---thercon engrave 

Edward and Tork---then baply will ſhe weep. 

On this preſent her wih an Handkerchief, 


Naiu d 


' 
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Stain'd in their Blood, to wipe her woeful Eyes“ fl 
If this Inducement move her not to Love, yl 
Read o'er the Hiſtory of thy noble Deeds; 1 
Tell her, thy Policy took off her Uncle 161 
Clarence, Rivers, Grey, nay, and for her Sake — ; 


Made quick Conveyance with her deac Aunt Anne. b 

Rich. You mock me, Madam; this is not the Way | 
To win your Daughter. j 

veen. There is no other Way, | 

Unleſs thou coud'ſt put on ſome other Form, i} 
And not be Richard, that has done all this. i 
| 
| 


Rich. As I intend to proſper and repent, 
So thrive I in my dangerous Affairs 
Of hoſtile Arms; my felt, my felf confound, 
Heay'n and Fortune bar me happy Hours, 
Day yield me not thy Light, nor Night thy Reſt ; 
Be oppoſite all Planets of Good-Luck, 
To my Proceeding, if with dear Heart's Love, 
Immaculate Devotion, holy Thoughts, L 
I tender not the Fair Elizabeth: 7 
In her confiſts thy Happineſs and mine; | 4 
Wirhout her, follows to my ſelf and thee, (| 
Her felt, the Land, and many a Chriſtian Soul, v þ 
Death, Deſolation, Ruin, and Decay: ar 
It cannot, will not be avoided, but by this. 1 
Queen. What thall 1 ſay : Still to affront his Love, 1 
I fear will but incenſe him to Revenge; 4 
And to conſent, 1 thou'd abho: my «lt: uf 
Yet I may ſcemingly comply, and thus . 
By ſending Richmond Word of his Intent, 9: 
Shall gain ſome Time to let my Child eſcape him, 
It thall be ſo. 
I have confider'd, Sit, of your important Wiſhes, 
And cou'd I but believe you real------ 
Rich. Now by the Sacred Hoſts of Saints above. 
Queen. O do not ſwear, my Lotd, I ask no Oath, 
Unleſs my Daughter doubts you mote than 1. 
Rich. O my kind Motber, (I mult call you fo) 
Be thou to her my Love's foft Orator, 


Plead 


68 The Tragical HISTORY 


Plead what I will be, not what I have been, 
Not my Deſerts, but what I will deſerve. 
And when this warlike Arm ſhall have chaſtis'd 
The audacious Rebel, hot-brain'd Buckingham ; 
Bound with triumphant Gat lands will 1 come, 
And lead thy Daughter to a Congqueror's Bed. 
Queen. My Lord, farewel---1n ſome few Days expect, 
To hear how fair a Progreſs I have made: 
Till when be happy as you're Penitent. 
Rich. My Heart goes with you to my Love, farewel, 
[Exit Queen. 
Relenting, ſhallow-thoughted Woman. 


Enter Ratcliff. 

How now! the News! 

Rat. Moſt Gracious Sovereign, on the Weſtern Coaſts 

Rides a molt powerful Navy, and our Fears 

Inform us Richmond is their Admital. 

There do they hull, expecting but the Aid, 

Ot *uckingham to welcome them athore. Exit. 
Rich. We muſt prevent him then -Come hither, 
Cat. My, Lord, your Pleaſure! [ Catesby. 
Rich. Poſt ro the Duke of Norfolk inſtantly, 

Bid him ſtrait levy all the Strength and Power 

That he can make, aud meet me ſuddenly 

At Saiisbury---Commend me to his Grace---away. 

[Exit Cat. 


Entey Lord Stauley. 

Well, my Lord, what News have you gather'd? 

Stan. Richmond is on the Seas, my Lord: 

Rich. There let him fink---and be the Scas on him, 
W hue-lver'd R negadk- what does he there? 

Stan. I know not, mighty Sovereign, but by Gueſs. 

Rich. Stirt d up by Dorſet, Buckingham, and Morton, 
He makes for England, here to claim the Crown. 

Rich. Traytor ! the Crown---where is thy Power then 
To beat him back? 
Where be thy Tenuuts, aud thy Followers 2 
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| The Foe upon our Co ſt, and thou no Friends to meet em 


; 


| 


Or haſt thou marched them to che Weſtern Shore, 
To give the Rebels Conduct from therr Ships: 

Stan. My Lord, my Friends are ready al! 1'th' North. 

Rich. The North / why what do they do 1'th' North 
When they ſhou'd ſerve rheir Sovereign in the Weſ# ? 

Stan. They yet have had no Orders, Sir, to move: 
If tis your Royal Pleaſure they ſhou'd march, 

I'll lead 'em on with utmoſt haſte to join you: 
Where, and what time your Majeſty ſhall pleaſe. 
Rich. What, thou would' ſt be gone to join with 
Richmond ? 
Stan. Sir, you've no cauſe to doubt my Loyalty, 
1 neer yet was, not ever will be falle. 

Rich. Away then to thy Friend;, and lead em ot 
To meet me---hold, come back---T wil! not truſt thee. 
Tue thought a way to make thee ſute--ycur Son, 
George Stanley, Sir, I'll have him left behind, 

And look your Heart be firm, 
Or elſe his Head's affurance is but frail. 

Stan. As I prove true, my Lord, fo deal with him. 

| | Exit, 
Enter Ratcliff. 

Rat. My Lord, the Army of Great Euckingham 
By ſudden Floods, and fall of Waters, 

Is half loſt, and ſcatter d; 
And he himſelf wander'd away alone, 
No Man knows whither. 

Rich. Has any careful Officer prociaim d 
Reward to him that brings the Traytor in? 

Rat. Such Proclamation has been made my Lord. 


Enter Catesby. 
Cat. My Liege, the Duke of Buckin ham is taken. 
Rich, Off with his Head---ſo much for Buckingham. 
Cat. My Lord, I am forcy I muſt tell more News. 
Rich. Out with it. 
Cat. The Earl ot Richmond, with a mighty Power, 
Is landed, Sir, at Milford; 4's 
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And to confirm the News, Lord Marquis Dorſet, 


And Sir Thomas Lovewel, ate up in Yorkſhire. Or Fa 
Rich. Why ay, this looks Rebellion---Ho! my Horſe! Ox; 
By Heav'n the News alarms my ſtirring Soul; 
And as the Wretch, whoſe Fever-weakned Joints, Who 
Like ſtrengthleſs Hinges buckle under Life, - With 
Impatient of his Fit, breaks like a Fire, Ric 
From his fond Keeper's Arms, and ftarts away : a c 
Ev'n fo theſe War-worn Limbs grown weak, | Thric 
From War's diſuſe, being now enrag'd with War, And 
Feel a new fury, and are thrice themſelves. ' Who 
Come forth my honeſt Sword, which here I vow, The 
By my Soul's Hope, ſhall ne'er agen be ſheath'd; | Bl 
Neter ſhall theſe watching Eyes have needtul Reſt, 6 
Till Death has clos'd em in a glorious Grave, Ri 
Or Fortune giv'u me meaſure of Revenge. [Exit Tha 


The End of the Fourth ACT. 
CEN ERNIE UCEIESI LEH 8 
ACT V. 


SCENE I. 
Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, n 
8 and others. 
of 
Rich. Hus far into the Bowels of the Land Mn” 
Have we march'd on without Impediment. N 
Richard, the bloody and devouriug Boar, \ To 
Whole ravenous Appetite has ſpoild your Fields, A 
Laid this rich Country waſte, and rudely cropt — 
Its ripen d Hopes of fair Poſterity, | _ 
Is now even in the Centre of the Iſle, Dil 
As we're inform'd, near to he Town of Letce/Fer ; 
From Tamworth thither, is but one Day's March It 
And here receive we from our Father Stanley, Ut 
Lines of fair Comfort, aud Encouragement, BS 
Such as will help and aunnate our Cauſe, Be 


On which let's chee:iy on, courageous Friends, A * 
0 
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To reap the Harveſt of a laſting Peace, 

Or Fame more laſting from a well-fought War. 

Oxf. Your Words have Fire my Lord, and warm 
our Men, 

Who look'd, methought, but cold before- -diſhearren'd 

With the unequal Numbers of the Foe. 

Richm. Why, double em ſtill, our Cauſe wou'd con- 
quet em. 

Thrice is he arm'd that has his Quarrel juſt, 

And he but naked, tho' lock'd up in Se], 

Whole Conſctence with Injuſtice is Corrupted : 

The very Weight of Richard's Guilt thall craſh him. 
blunt. His beſt of Friends, no doubt, will ſoon be ours. 
Of. He has no Friends, but what ate ſuch thro' Fear. 
Richm. And we no Foes, but what ate tuch to Heav'n. 

Tuben doubt not, Heav'ns for us let's on, my Friends. 


True Hope nc er tires, but mounts with Eagle's Wings ; 
Kings it makes Gods, and meaner Creatures Kings. 
[Exeunt. 


SCENE, Bijworth- Field. 


Enter Richard, Norfolk, Rasch, Surrey, Cc. 
Rich. Here pitch our Tear, cer :u H worth- Field : 
My good Lord of Norfolk, the (nei til Speed 
Of your Supply has merned my 'ilauts, 

Nerf. I ain tcwarde !, Sir, d arty, Lower 
Jo terve your Majcll;. 

Rich. You have our Thanks, my Leld, up with my Tent, 
Here will 1 be to Night---bur where i Nowrow ? Well 
No Matter where---has any catetal friend 
Dilcover'd yet the Number of the Rebels ? 

Norf. My Lord. as I tom certain Spies am well 
luſorm'd, S:x or Sever Thouſand i: heit 
Utmoſt Power. | 

Rich. Why, our Barrallions trebie that Accbunt , 
Belide, the King's Name is a Towe: of Strength, 

Which they upon the advett Faction want. 
Nerf. 
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No; f. Their Wants are greater het, my Lord---thoſs 
cen 
Of Motion, Life, and Spirit--did you but know 
How wretchedly theit Men diſgtace the Field; 
Of ſuch a tatier'd Hoſt ot mounted Scare crows ! 
So poor, fo tamith'd; their Executors, 
The greedy Crows, fly hovering, o'er their Heads, 
Impatient for thei lcau Inheritance, 
Kich. Now, by St. Paul, we'll fend em Dinners and 
Apparcl ; 
Nay, give their faſting Horſes Provender, 
And atter tight cm- how long muſt we ſtay, 
My Lords, before theſe deſperate Fools will give 
Us Time to lay em with their Faces upwards ? 
Norf. Unleſs their Fainine faves our Swords that 
Labour, 
To Morrow's Sun will light 'em to their Ruin; 
So ſoon, I hearthey mean to give us Battle. 
Rich. The ſooner {till the better Come, my Lords, 
Now let's ſurvey the Vantage of the Ground. 
Call me ſome Men of found Direction. 
Nor f. My gracious Lord 
Rich. What ſay'ſt thou Nor fo!l ? 
Norf. Might I adviſe your Majeſty, you yet 
Shall fave the Blood that may be thed to Morrow. 
Rich. How lo, my Lord: 
Norf. The poor Condition of the Rebels tells me; 
That on a Pardon offer d to the Lives 
Of thoſe who inſtantly ſha!! quit their Arms, 
Young 3 cer to Morrow's dawn, were friend. 
leſs. 
Rich. Why that indeed was our Sixth Harry's Way, 
Which made his Reign one Scene of rude Commotion. 
F'll be in Men's Deſpite a Monarch ; no, 
Let Kings that tear, forgive---Blows and Revenge for 
me. Exeunt. 


Enter 
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Enter Richmoud, Oxford, Blunt, Sir William 
Praudon, Cc. 


Rich. The weary Sun has made a Golden Set, 
And by yon ruddy Brightneſs of the Clouds, 
Gwes Token of a onodly Day to Morrow. 
vir Milliam Brandon, you ſhall bear my Standard. 
Hzre have I drawn the Model of our Battle, 
Which parts in juſt 2 our {mall Power : 
Here may each Leader know his ſeveral Charge. 
My Lord of Oxford, you Sir Walter Herbert, 
And Sir William Brandon, ſtay with me, 
The Earl of Pembroke keeps his Regiment. 


Enter Soldier. 


Sold. Sir, a Gentleman that calls himſelf Stanley, 
Deſires Admittance to the Earl of Richmond. 

t icbm. Now by our Hopes, my noble Father-in-Law: 
Admit him my good Friends, your Leave a while. 


Enter Lord Stauley. 


My honour'd Father! on my Soul, 
The Joy of * this Night, is more 
Than my moſt wing Hopes prefag'd-------what, 
News ? 5 
Stan. I by Commiſſion blefs thee from thy Mother 
Who prays continually tor Richmond's Good : 
The Queen too has with Tears of Joy couſented 
Thou thould'ſt Eſpouſe Elizaberb her Daughter, 
At whom the Tyrant Richard cloſely aims. 
In brief (for now the thorreſt Moment of 
My Stay is bought with Hazard of my Life) 
Prepare the Battle early in the Morning, 
{For ſo the Seaſon of Affaits requires} 
And this be ſurc of, I, upou che firſt 
E Occaſion 
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Ocæcaſion offer d, will deceive ſome Eyes, 
And aud thee in this doubtful Shock of Arms, 
In which I had more forward been ete this, 
Bur that the Life of thy young Brocher George 
(Whom for my Pawn of Faith ſteru Richar & keeps) 
Wou'd then be forfeit to his wild Revenge. 
Fare wel, the rude Enforcement of the Time 
Denics me to revive thole Vows of Love 
Which ſo long ſunder'd Friends thou'd dwell upon. 
Richm. We may mect agen, my Lord 
Stan. Till then, once more farcwel---be reſolute, and 


conquer. 
(Exit. 


Richm. Give him ſafe Conduct to his Regiment. 
Well, Sirs, to Morrow proves a buſie Day ; 
But come, the Night's tar {pcat-—ler's into Council; 
Captain, an Hour before the Sun gets up 
Let me be wak'd---1 will in Perion walk 
From Tent to Tent, and catly cheer the Soldiers. 


[Exeunt, 
SCENE, Boſworth-Field. 


Enter Richard, Ratcliff, Norfolk, and Catesby. 


Rich. Catesby. 

Cat. Here, my Lord. 

Rich. Send out a Purſuivant at Arms 
To Stanley's Regiment; bid hum tore Sun-tiſe 
Meet me with his Power, or young George's Head 
Shall pay the Forfeit of his cold Delay; 
What, is my Beaver eaſier than it was, 
And all my Armour laid into my Tent ? 

Cat. It is my Liege; all is iu Readineſs. 

Rich. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy Charge; 
Uſe careful Watch---chuſe truſty Centinels. 

Norf. Doubt not, my Lord, 

Rush. Be ſtirting with the Lark, good Norfolk. 


Norf. 
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Nor f. I ſhall my Lord----- 
| [Exit. 
Rich. Saddle white Surrey for the Field to Morrow. 
Is Ink and Paper ready ? 
Cat. It 15, my Lotd. | 
Rich. An Hour after Midnight, come to my Tent, 
And help to arm me---a good Night, my ans : 
xif, 
Cat. Methinks the King has not that pleas'd Ala- 
crity, 
Nor Cheer of Mind that he was wont to have. 
Rat. The meer effect of Buſineſs; 
You'll find him, Sir, another Man IT'th' Field, 
When you hall ſee bim wich his Beaver * 
Ready to mount his neighing Steed, with whom 
He ſmiling, ſeems to have fome wauton Talk, 
Clapping is pampet d Sides to hold him (till; 
Then with a Motion ſwift, and Light as Air, 
Like fiery Mars, he vaulrs him to the Saddle; 
Looks Terror to the Foe, and Courage to his Soldiers. 
Rat. Good Night to Richmond then ; for, as L hear 
His Numbers are ſo few, and thoſe fo ſick, 
And famiſh'd in their March, if he dares fight us, 
He jumps into the Sea to cool bis Fever; 
But come, tis late No let's to our Tents, 
We've few Hcuts good before the Trumpet wakes us. 
| [Exeune. 


Enter Richard from the Tent. 


Rich; Tis now the Dead of Night, and half J 

World 

I; wuh a lonely folemn Darkneſs hung ; 

Vet I flo coy a Dame is Sleep to me) 

Wich all the weary Courtſhip of 

My Care-tir'd Thoughts cant win her to my 8 f, 

Tho' ev'n the Stars do wink, as telt, with er 
watch ing; | 

I forth, and walk a while---the Air's reſteſl. ug, 
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And the ripe Harveſts of the new mown Hay, 

Gives it a ſweet and wholſome Odor : 

How awful is this Gloom---and hark from Camp to 
Cam 

The das af either Army ſtilly Sounds ; 

That the fixt Centinels almoſt receive 

The ſecret Whiſpers of each other's Watch: 

Steed threatens Steed in high and boaſtſul Neighings, 

Piercing the Night's dull Ear---hark, from the Tents, 

The Armourers accompliſhing the Knights, 

With Clink of Hammers cloſing Rivers up, 

Give dreadful Note of Preparation ; while ſome 

Like Sacrifices, by their Fires of Watch, 

With Patience fit, aud inly ruminate 

The Morning's Danger---by vou Heav'n, wy ſtetn 

Impatience chides this tardy-gacd Night, 

Who, like a fou!, and ugly Witch, does limp 

So tedioufly away-- I')! ro my Couch, 

And once more try «© Op bot ine Morning. 


Lies dn; a Crea is beard, 


Ha! what means rhar difing) Voice? Sure eis 

The Eccho of {ure yawning Grave, 

That teens with an virinely Gheoſt---'vis gone! 
"Twas bur my Faicy, or 4 he the Wind, 

Fetcung his Iantauce thiro' ſome hollow Cavctu. 

No matt wi»! feel my Eyes grow Leary. |Slecfs, 


Ester Rins t-nry's Ghoſt, Lady Aunc's Ghoſt, and the 
Ge of the young Princes riſe. 


len. O thou! whoſe unrelenting Thoughts, not all 
Ilie bideous Terrors of thy Guile can ſhake, 
Whole Conſcience, with thy Body, ever ticeps, 
Sleep on; while I, by Hcav'n's high Ordinance, 
In Dreams of Horrcr wake thy frighted Soul: 
Now give thy Thoughts to me; let cin behuld 
Thele gaping Wouuds, which thy Death-dealing Hand 
Wichin the Tyrcer gate my anointed Body; 


Now 


* 
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Now thall thy own devouring Conſcience guaw 
Thy Heatt, and terribly revenge my Murder. 
Brin. &ichard, dream on, and fee the wandriog Spirits 
Of thy young Nephews, murder'd in the Tower : 
Cou'd not our Youth, our Innocence perſwade 
Thy cruel Heart to ſpare our harmleſs Lives? 
Who, but for thee, alas, might have enjoy d 
Our many promis'd Years of Happinels. 
No foul, ſave thine, but pities our Miſuſage; 
O twas a cruel Deed ! therefore alone 
Unpitying, unpity'd ſhalt thou fall. 
L. Anne. Think on the Wrongs of wretched Anne; 
thy Wife, 
Ev'n in the Bactle's Heat remember me; 
And edgeleſs fall thy Sword---defpair and die. 
Hen. The Morning's Dawn has ſummon d me away ; 
Now Richard, wake in all the Hells of Guilt; 
And let that wild Deſpair, which now does prey 
Upon thy mangled Thoughts, alarm the Work 
Awake, Richard awake, to guilty Minds 
A terrible Example. 
LA Ge ſinks 
Rich. Give me a Hotſe - bind up my Wounds! 
Have Mercy Heaven! ha! Soft! 'twas but a Dream; 
But then fo terrible, it thakes my Soul: 
Cold Drops of Sweat hang on my trembling, Fleth ; 
My Blood grows chilly, and I freeze with tiorcor.. 
O Tyrant Conſcience ! how do'ſt thou afflict me? 
When I look back, tis terrible reueating: 
I cannot bear the Thought, nor dare repent ; 
I am but Man, and Fate, do thou diſpoſe me. 
Who's there? | 


Entey Catesby. 
Cat. Tis I, my Lord---the Village Cock 
tlas thrice done Salutation to the Morn ; 


Your Friends ate up, and buckle on theit Armour. 
Rich, © Cateiby ! I have had ſuch hortid Dreams. 


FE 3 Cat. 
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Cat. Shadows, my Lord---below the Soldier's heed- 
ing. 
Rich. Now by my this Day's Hopes---Shadows to 
Night | 
Have ſtruck more Terror to the Sou! of Richard, 
Than can the Subſtance of ten Thouland Soldiers 
Arm'd all in Proof, and led by ſhallow Ric. 
Cat. Be more you le!t, my Lord? Contſider Sit, 
Were it but known a Dream had tighted you, 
How would your ammated Foes preſume ont? 
Rich. Perith that Thought---no never be it (aid 
That Fate it (cif cou'd aue the Soul of Richard. 


Hence ballling Dreams, you threaten here in ain; 

Conſcience avant, Richaid's himſelf again : 

Hark! the ſhrill Trumpet ſours, to Horſe, away, 

My Soul's in Aims, ard eager for the Fray. * 
xX1k, 


Enter Richmond, Oxford, Soldiers, &c. 


R:ichm. Halt. 

Sold. Halt —-halt! 

Richm. How far is it unto the Morning, Friends! 

Oxf. Near Four, my Lord. 

Richm. Lis weil---I'm glad to find we ate ſuch carly 
Stirrers. 


Ox f. Methinks the Foes leis forward than we chougbt 


em 
Worn, as we are, we brave the Field before em. 
Kichm. Come, there looks Life in ſuch a cheerful 


If Dreams ſhou d anhima-e a Soul refolv'd, 
I'm more than pleas d wich thoſe I've bad to Night; 
Methought that all che Ghoſts of them, whole Bodies 
Richard muder's came Moutuing to my Tent, 
Aud touz d me to revenge em. 

Oxf. A good Omen, Sir-----hark, the Trumpet of 
The Euemy It tpeaks them on the March. 


Kich, 


ee 
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Nich. Why then let's on, my Friends, to face em; | 
In Peace there's nothing fo becomes a Man 
A; mild Behaviour and Humility : 
But when the Blalt of War blows in our Ears, 
Let us be Tygets in our fierce Deportment , 
For me, the Ranſom of my bold Artempr 
Shall be this Body on the Earth's cold Face; 
Bu: 1f we thrive, the Glory ot the Action 
The meaueſt here hall thare his part of: 
Advance your Standards, draw your willing Swords, 
Sound Dcums and Trumpers, boldly and cheerfully, 
The Word's Saint George, Richmond, aud Victory. 

(Exit. 


Enter Richatd, Catesby, Ge. 


Rich. Who ſaw the Sun to Day? 
Cat. He has not yet broke forth, my Lord. 
Rich. Then he diſdains to thine---tor by the Clock 
He thou'd have brav'd the Eaſt an Hour ago: 
Not thine to Day! why, what is that to me 
More than to Rictmond? for the ſelf-lame Heay'r, 
That frowns on me, looks lowring, upon him, 


Enter Norfolk with a Paper. 
Norf. Prepare, my Lord, the Foe is in the Field. 


Rich. Come, buſtle, buitle, Capariſon my Horte, 
Call forth Lord Stanley, bid him bring his Power; 


My felt will lead the Soldiers to the Plain. 


[Exis. Cat, 
Well Nor ole, what think'tt thou now 2 
Norf. That we thall conquet---but on my Tent 
This Morning early was this Paper found. | 
Rich, [Reads.] | 


Jockey of Norfolk, &: not too bold, 
Fer Dickon LF! M. Aer is vought and ſold. 


Awcak 
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A weak Invention of the Enemy : 

Come, Gentlemen, now each Man to his Charge, 
And ete we do beſtride our foaming Steeds, 
Remember whom you are to cope withal, 

A Scum of Britons, Raſcals, Runaways, 

Whom their o'er-cloy'd Country vomits forth 

To deſperate Advantures, and afſur'd Deſtruction : 
It we bo ccnquer'd, let Men eonquer us, 

And not theſe Baſtard Britons, whom our Fathers 
Have, in their own Land beaten, (purn'd and trod on, 
And left 'em on Record the Heirs of Shame: 

Are theſe Men fit to be the Heirs of England? 


Enter Catcsby. 


WhatTays Lord Stanley---will he bring his Power, 
Cat. He does tefuſe, my Lord---he will not, Sir. 
Rich. Off with his Son George's Head. 
Norf. My Lord, the Foc's already paſt the Marſh---- 
After the Battle, let young Stanlgy die. 
Rich. Why, after be it then, 
A Thoutand Hearts are ſwelliig in my Boſom; 
Draw Archers, draw your Arrows to the Head, 
Spur your proud Horles hard, and ride in Blood, 
And thou, our Warhke Champion, thrice renown'd, 
Se. George, inſpire me with the Rage of Lions: 
Upon 'cm---Charg@--tollow me. [ Exeunt. 


Several Excurſions, Soldiers drove acroſs the Stage by 


Richard. 
Re-enter Richard. 


Rich. What ho | young Richmond ho ! tis Richard calls; 
I hate thee, Harry, for thy Blood of Lancaſter ; 
Now, it thou doſt not hide thee from my Sword, 
Now while the angry Trumpet ſounds alarms, 
And dying Gioans tranſpierce the wounded Ait; 
K ichmoze, | ſay, come forth, and üngle face me 
Richard is hoatle with daring thee to Arms. 
[Exir. 
Enter 
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Enter Catesby, and Norfolk in Diſorder. 


Cat. Reſcue! reſcue! my Lord of Norfolk haſte, 
The King enacts more Wonders than a Man, | 
Daring an Oppotr'e to ev'ry Danger: 

His Horſe is lain, and all on Foot he fights, 
1 for Richmond in the Throat of Death; 
Nay, haſte, my Loid---the Day's againſt us. 
(Exit. 


Enter Richard and Ratcliff. 


Rich. & Horſe! a Horſe! my Kingdom for a Hotſe. 
Rat. This Way, this Way, my Lord--belo you 
Thicket 
Stands a twift Horſe---away, Rum purtues us 
Wähdka, my Lord, Ee only tht can fave you, 
Rich. Slave! 1 have tet iny Lift, upon a Call, 
And I will ſtand rhe bazatd of the Bye: 
I thiiuix there be Six Richmonds in the Field, 
Five have L flaw ro Day inſtead of hint; 
gu Horte! an Herſe! my Kipggom for an Horſe. 
| [{xeunt, 
Re-enter Richard, and Richmond meeting. 


Rich. Ot due, cr both of us the Time 15 come. 
Richm. Kind Heav'n 1 thank ther, for iy Cauls 13 
thine; 
lf Nen Th <2 live, let R:ici ghd fall. 
Rico. Thy gallaut bearing, Harry, I cou'd plaud, 
But chat the ſpotted Rebel ſtains the Soldier. 
Richm. Nor thou'd thy Proweſs, Richard, want my 
Praiſe, 
But that thy crucl Deeds have ſtampt ther Tyrant. 
50 thrive my Sword, as Heay'n's high Vengeance draws it. 
Rich. My Soul and Body on the Action both, 
Rich. A dicadtul Lay---here's to decide it. 
| | (Fight, Richard fal. 
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Nich. Perdition catch thy Arm---the Chance is thine, 
Bur oh! the vaſt Renown x Ga haſt acquired ! 
In conquering Richard, does afflict him more 
Than ev'n his Body's parting with its Soul. 
Now let the World no longer be a Stage 
To feed Contention in a lingring Act; 
But let one Spirit of the firſt-born Cain 
Reign in all Boſoms ; that each Heart being fer 
On bloody Actions, the rude Scene may end, 
And Darkneſs be the Burier of the Dead. [Dies. 
Richm. Farewel, Richard, and from thy dteadful End 
May future Kings from Tyranny be warn'd: 
Had thy aſpiring Soul but ſtirr'd in Virtue, 
With half the Spirit it bas dar'd in Evil, 
How might thy Fame have grac'd our Exgliſh Annals? 
Bur as thou art, how fair a Page rhou'ſt blotted. 
Hark ! the glad Trumpets (peak the Field our own. 


Enter Oxford, Lord Stanley, and Soldiers with 
Richard's Crown. 
O Welcome Friends! my noble Father welcome; 
Heav'n and our Arms be prais d, the Day 1s outs; 
See there, my Lords, ſtern Richard is no more. 
_ Victorious Richmond, well haſt thou acquitted 
eaec ; 
And fee, the juſt Reward that Heav'n has ſent thee: 
Among the glorious Spoils of Boſw.rith Field, 
We've tound the Crown, which now in Right 1s thine: 
Tis doubly thine, by Conqueſt, and by Choice. 
Long live Henry the Seventh, King of England. 
Kichm. Next to juſt Heav'n, my noble Country men. 
I owe my Thanks to you, whoſe Love I'm proud of, 
And ruling well ſhall ſpeak my Gratitude. 
But now, my Lords---what Friends of us are miſling ? 
Pray tell me, is young George Stanley living ? 
Stan. He is my Liege, and ſafe in 3 Town, 
Whither, if you pleaſe, we may withdraw us. 


Enter Blunt. 
Blunt. My Lord, the Queen and fair Elizabeth 


Her 
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Her beauteous Daughter, ſome few Miles off, are 
Ou their Way to gratulate your Victory. 
Richm. Ay, there indeed my Toil's rewarded: 

Let us prepare to meet 'em Lords and then, 

As we're y bound by folemn Vows, 

We'll twine the Roles red and white together, 

And both from one kind Stalk ſhall flouriſh; 

England has long been mad, and ſcat d her elf; 

The Brother blindly thed the Brother's Blood ; 

The Father rathly ſlaughter d his own Son : 

The bloody Son compell'd, has kill'd his Sire. 

O, now, let Henry and Elizebetb, 

The true Succeeders of cach Royal Houſe, 

Conjoin'd together, heal thoſe deadF Wounds : 
be that Wretch of all Mankind abhorfd, 

That would reduce thoſe bloody Days agen. 


Ne'er let him live to taſte our Joys Increaſe, 
Thats uud with Treaſon wound fair Englaud's Peace. 


1 


